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ItrrRODUCTlON 


to satisf^uig- and fulfilling the mould upon 
which the artlftic creation was concrh-ed 
Lines of this sort become the permanent 
quotations of a language and it is worth 
remeniberlng that they do not p r oc eed from 
the greater writers alone but also from the 
lesser to true Is this (hat m more than 
one case the author of such lines has been 
completely forgotten and In manv axse^ 
remains wholly unknown to the culture of 
his race 

John P 
RoUnsoe be 

Says they didn t koow ererjlhiog down 

b Judee 

IS a quotation certainly permanent 
Tbe sHeat beadrman walls for e%er 

applied as a metaphor to the self punish 
raent of crime has the same character 
It Is used foolbhly In the poem \tna 
Franca s3f a subject which a man In 
Lowells position could not undontand, 
but the oscelJence of the line does not 
depend upon the knowledge or Ignomnco 
of the poet though It doet depend (and this 
brings me to my next point) It does depend 
to no small extent upon the virtue of the 
writer 
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Tins last assertion — that artistic excel- 
lence depends to no small extent upon 
the virtue of the writer — is a doctrine that 
needs some defence even at the present 
day A few years ago it might (m Eng- 
land) have seemed mere paradox , j et it 
IS a sound doctrine, and one which has 
behind it the common sense and experience 
of mankind It has been most noblj ex- 
pressed perhaps in the immortal couplet of 
Ronsard ^ It has been put foru ard as a 
philosophic truth by Aristotle himself, and 
it is a matter capable of continual test in 
contemporar)’’ literature not that mere 
virtue IS a seed of good verse or prose, 
but that virtue or virtuous emotion of a 
certain intensity is poterfiially full of high • 
expression, and, converselj, without an}" 
doubt an imagination tarnished by an op- 
position to virtue is to tliat extent warped 
in artistic expression There is no perma- 
nently satisfying poem or essa)" in defence 
of or tainted w'lth cowardice, crueity, a\a- 
nce, or hypocrisy The moment such mo- 
tives appear in a composition an irritant 
appears along w"ith them w'hich destroys 
its flavour Nor is it possible to achieve 

Ceu\ dont la Fantaisie 
Sen, rehgieuse et de\ ote envers Dieu 
Tousjours acheveront quelqtte grant Poesie" 

VI 
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excelleoce in luch « direclion save under 
the safeguard of uTjoy and the neccuity of 
that Irony ts proof that direct expression of 
such emotions is oot matter for art. 

Now James RnsscU LoweU though Irv 
teot upon matters Very remote from us was 
not only frequently filled, and to an intense 
degree with just emotions but was cm 
dently possessed of a passion to bare those 
emotions satisfied. This Is that driving 
force w4ilch Our Lord (according to the 
tradition of the Church) blessed under the 
title a hunger and thirst nflerjtistice” or 
some such words — at least this is the form 
which Episcopal councils hare sanctioned. 

Man) readiog this may be Inclined to 
quarrel with so high a praise. They will 
point out that Lowell was almost In^'Ori* 
ably upon what is to us in Europe the 
wrong ride. That be had with regard to 
crur affrirs in France and Italy and Ireland 
and the rest a monstrous newspaper manu 
fitttured opinion His Irishman for in- 
stance U the comic Irishman of Snap- 
tltois His French revolution resembles 
that of Mr Arnold Forster His English 
man is a Yankee, 1 can imagine a critic 
exclaiming But good heavens! the man 
thought that Napoleon III was In league 
with the JesiritsI” or again But good 
vfl 
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110-1% cns' tin man taken m hj our 
fjo\crninp cla^bts* sudden conversion and 
their hugRinfj of the North when llu 
South was hopelesslv beaten'" I’erfcctlj 
true But a virtuous emotion is quite in- 
dependent of information upon the subject 
of Its affection, .md that ‘'hunger and 
thirst after justice " can but .ict upon sjm- 
bols in the mmd If .i man thinks th< 
things arc thus .ind thus, and thinking so 
t.ikes the right line, it matters notliing to 
his soul nor anything consequentiv to Ins 
Iilerar)’ production whether thev an thus 
and thus or no His conscience lias icted 
upon the facts presented to his intelligence, 
and it could do no more 
Attached to this erroneous form of cavil 
against Lowell and men like Lowell is a 
much truer exception which is sometimes 
taken to such men and their work How, 
it maj be asked, can good verse proceed 
from one who, though possessing the emo- 
tions just described, and to an^ intense 
degree, is also affected with mental vices 
utterly inimical to poetic effort’ It is evi- 
dent that Lowell suffered from two vices 
(among others) which arc as disastrous to 
poetic inspiration as they are to the allied 
enthusiasm of mihtarj' valour These are, 
first, tlie vice so vvittil} lii'jl off by Butler 
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ax compounding for sin* one Is inclined 
lo by damning ihose ono ha* no mind to 
Sfcand!/ the hatred of that which one has 
defeated and the respect of that which has 
defeated oneself Both emotion* are rooted 
In the >ame religion and phllo«opby both 
are despicable and both »rmle Thcr*>e 
who can savour strfkun^ ^-ersc will not de- 
spise the antepenulUmale stonia of die 
tenth Blglow poper 

Uy eyes cloud up for nun i my moath 
\VU1 taka to twtldbla rwa tbt corner*} 

I pity raotben, to, down Seotb 
For all they aet among the eeomea t 
I d sooner take oy duuce and stan 
At 5«dgtoent where your mtane-a sUte 1% 
Then at Ood a bdr bol op a ban 

Ell drippla red ex yooro JdTDarUI 

It IS sinking verse, but wo In Europe 
feel how rerolilng i* that last nilueion to 
the defeated cause and to the heroic ten 
adty ofjti chiefs. 

The poem Is a fine poem from beginning 
to end It is to fine that any reader un- 
acquainted With the mam facts of history 
might pass by the Hoe In quettlon without 
comment and Imagloo Mr Davis to have 
been some traitor upon the Korthem side 
whose treason *hsd prolonged the war 
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mutton fat popped into the mouth bj mis- 
t.ikc for a new potato 
Here it IS — 

“ Old events have modern meanings, onlj that 
survives 

Of past history which finds kindred in all 
hearts and h\cs ” 

Scansion, sentiment, choice of words, 
order, everj'thing, are things to groan at ' 
Here IS another 

“Then the revulsion came that .ilwajs comes 
After these dizrj clations of the mind ' 

It IS from that long poem on the Catliedral 
of Cliartres, w Inch from respect for him and 
for the reader I ha\e omitted from tins col- 
lection 

He was alw'ajs at it But my answer 
to those who might choose to quote the 
innumerable occasions upon w'hich Lowell 
W'as thus guilty IS to quote another stanza, 
and to beg their close attention upop it It 
IS from the famous Ode to France 

“ As, flake by flake, the beetling avalanches 
Build up their imminent crags of noiseless 
snow. 

Till some chance thrill tlie loosened nun 
launches, 

In univarned havoc on the rCofs below. 
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So Eprew aod gathered through the •Dent 
^‘cara 

The madncta of a people. 

Here again the history Is deplorable— 
but much of the verae ta excellent That 
\’ery poem of C*Uk*4raI from whldi 
I have quoted that amaiing couplet has 
embedded In its monstrous bulk ele^m 
austere words that do not miss their mark. 

A shape of vapoor mother of vain dreams 

And (Dutlaoas traditions. 

Lon'eTI Indeed was possessed (though 
not to a high degree nor upon frequent 
occasions) of that gift which his fdlow 
countryman Loo^ellow retnarkably en 
joyed the gift of detecting while a poem 
Is stin In formation within the mmd, short 
groups of rhythm and of rcrbaJ arrange- 
ment which will satisfy the genius of the 
language. It was this that led him as it 
led Wosdsworth to lift unconsaously a 
whole Hoe out of another poem But at 
least Lowell did put In one new word. I 
have loved thee Freedom os a boy " is 
not absolutely Identical with Byron where- 
as the chunk of Mflton m Wordsworth e 
Excwrx^n (I think) Is literally exact It is 
a debatable pohh whether It Is well or ill 
sill 
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lo be slip^htly orif^inal in efforts of tins 
kind 

Lastly, hou much of Lowell will sur- 
vi\e’ To tins no answer c.in be pjnen 
There are poets so long dead, and with 
reputations so ni.Uurc, that, big or little, 
they must nccessanlj endure with the lan- 
guage m winch the) wrote There arc 
others so unncrsall) praised during so 
sufilcicnt a time that one may be certain of 
their endurance also, as Keats and Andrd 
Chdnicr There arc others again who, 
though the) be but recently dead (or c\cn 
still living), are bj the bulk and sohdit} 
of their contemporary fame secure Thus 
Byron, Victor Hugo, Dry’den, Corneille 
could justlj be thought immortal before • 
the)" died There are others, a very few, 
who gradually grow to fame long after 
death Their quality always secures them 
a band of enthusiasts from the beginning 
Low'ell, of course, belongs to none of these, 
but the chances for and against ln« survival 
may be summed up, though no issue mav 
be arrived at 'They are as follovv's — 

Against him that he vv rote such masses 
below" the level even of mere v'erse, that 
much of his best stuff was w’latten in dia- 
lect, and w"orst of all that the illusions, 
a sympathy with w"hich‘made so many 
\iv 
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readers sympathetic srith hla \-erio pood or 
bad ore already moribund. The food pic 
ture nourisbed for a whole peneration In 
Cambridge Massachusetts, In Balham and 
In no small section of the uniN-enlty of Ox 
ford has faded. The future Is not to the 
middle classes of the puntan states of Nra 
England nor to the rcddratlal suburbs” 
of oar Industrial hells. The future Is to the 
victor In a struggle of proportloos quite 
beyond any scale with Rdilch men like 
Lowell could measure— a striiggle in which 
the opponents of the Catholic Church for 
Instance, wd not worry about enUghten 
raeot" nor waste much time In speech Hy 
Ing before Garibildi a struggle in which 
the opponents dV private property In land 
and machinery will not waste much Ink 
over the Prince of PeacQ. Lowell Is handi- 
capped by his being lonnerted in interests 
that were always petty and seem to-day 
ridicuknif. He was further handicapped 
by tha> fundamental Igoonmce of history 
which IS to a politician the most fatal 
lacuna in knowledge because history is 
the science of mankhuL 

On the other hand he has provided quo- 
tations falriy fixed in the liinguago, and 
his Is the ^Dopal popular commentary 
upon the destfurtlon of the old English 
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cniliration of tbr Soulhrrn States of 
Amcnci, a catastrophe which, wh Utter he 
the fate of the cosmopolitan North in tlie 
future, will aittats possess Instorical in- 
terest as one of the three or four /^reat 
National Tragedies of (he nineteenth cen- 
tury 


H. BELLOC 
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“Thraah away, 
you'll hcY to 
rattle" 

Thxttih away yonll kev to rattle 
On them Utlle-drumi o yourn — 
Tain t a knowin tdod o catt/e 
Tbet 1* ketchod with mouldy com 
Put m stiff you filer feller 
Let folks sec how spry you be — 
Guoas you’ll to*t till you are yeUer 
'Ftff* you git ahold o tnel 

Thet air Sag's a leeUe rotten, 

Hope It ain't yonr Sunday’s best 
Factl It takes a sight o cotton 
To i^uff out a soger’s chest 
Senco wo farmers hev to pay fer’t, 

£f you most wear humps like these 
S’posm you should try salt hay fer’t 
It would du ez slide es grease. 

Twouldn*t suit them Soutbun feUen 
They’re a dreffle graspln set 
(■5^7) I » 



THRASH AWA\ 


Wc must oilers blow, the boilers 
Wen the> want their irons hot, 

Maj be it’s all right C7 prcachin’, 

But my nanes it Kind o’ grates, 
Wen I sec the ovcrreachin’ 

O’ them niggcr-dnvm’ States 

Them thet rule us, them sla\c-traders, 
Hain’t the) cut a thunderin’ swarth 
(Helped by Yankee renegaders), 

Thru the vartu o’ the North’ 

We begin to think it’s nater 
To take sarse an’ not be riled, — 
Who'd expect to see a tatcr 
All on eend at bein’ biled? 

f 

Ez fer war, I call it murder, — 

There you hev it plain an’ flat, 

I don’t want to go no furder 
Than my Testjanent fer that, 

God hez sed so plump an’ fairly, 

It’s ez long ez it is broad, » 

An’ you’ve gut to git up airly 
Ef you want to take in God 

’Tain’t your eppyletts an’ feathers 
Make the thing a gram more right; 
’Taint afollenn’ your bell-wethers 
Will excuse ye in His sight, 

2 
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Ef you take a aarord an dror It, 

An go ftlck a feller thro, 
Gu7*ment ain't to oncwer for it 
GodTl seod the blU to you- 

Wuf* the use o meotln-goln 
Every Sabbath wet or dry 
Ef its right to go amotrin 
FeHer-meo like oats on rye? 

I dunno but wut Its pooty 
Tralnio round In bobtail coats — 
But ifs cunii ChdstiaQ dooty 
This ere cuttln folks s thxoaLa 

They may talk o Freedom s airy 
Ten they're pupple m the fece — 
It’s a grand gret cemetary 
Fer the harthrights of out race 
They jest want this Cafifomy 
So s to lug DCw clove-states !n 
To abuae ye an to scorn )re 
An t^ plunder yo like sin. 

Ain't It cute to eee a Yankee 
Take sech everlastlo pains, 

All to git the [>evUs thankee 
Helpio on cm weld tbeu* chains? 
Wy it s jest ee dear ci Sggers 
Clear ez ooe^m one two. 
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Chfips thct make black sla\cs o’ niggers 
Want to make witc sla\cs o’ jou 

Tell }e jest the cend I’ve come to 
After ciphcnn’ plaguy smart, 

An’ it makes a handy sum, tu, 

Any gump could larn bj heart, 
Labourin’ man an’ labourin’ \\oman 
He\ one glorj’ an’ one shame 
Ev’y thin’ thet’s done inhuman 
Injers all on ’em the same 

’Tain’t by turnin’ out to hack folks 
You’re agoin’ to git your right, 

Nor by lookin’ down on black folks 
Coz you’re put upon<bj wite, 

Slaverj' ain’t o’ nary colour, 

’Tain’t the hide thet makes it wus. 

All it keers fer in a feller 

’S jest to make him fill its pus 

Want to tackle me in, du yc’ c 
I e\pect you’ll hev to wait , 

Wen cold lead puts daylight thru ye 
You’ll begin to kal’late , 

S’pose the crows wun’t fall to pickin’ 

All the carkiss from your bones, 

Coz you helped to give a lickin’ 

To them poor half-Spknish drones? 

4 
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Jest go home on aak our Nancy 
Wether I d bo »ech a goose 
Ei to Jino ye, — gueai jrou d fancy 
The etnrnnl bung wiu k)o»ol 
She wantB me for homo consumption 
Let alone the hay*» to mow — 

Ef you're oiter folks o gumption 
You're a darned long row to boo. 

Take them editors thets crowio 

Like a cockerel three months old — 
Don t ketch any on em goln 
Though they be so blasted bold 
Atnt they a prune lot o fellers? 

Few they think oa*t they will sprout 
(like a pe^ th<Ys got the yellns) 
With the meonnen bustln out 

Wal go loog to help era stealln 
Big g e r pens to enun with tlares 
Help the men tbets oUers dealln * 
InsulUuon your fathers graves 
Help the strong to grind the feeble 
Help the many ogm the few 
Help the n>en Ihet call >our people 
Wltewnshed sla\‘es an poddlin crewJ 

Massachusetts God forgive her 
She s akneebn* with the rest 
5 
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She, thet ouf^h’ to In* clung^ fer ever 
In Iicr grand old eagle-nest, 

She thet ough’ to stand so fearless 
Wile the wracks arc round her iiurkd, 
Holdin’ up a beacon peerless 
To the oppressed of .ill the world’ 

Hain’t the} sold your coloured seamen •' 
Hain’t the} made }our ein’}s wi/"-’ 
IF?//’!! make }e .act like freemen''’ 

IFm/’ 11 gii vour d.ander nz’ 

Come, I’ll tell }c wut I’m thinkm’ 

Is our dooty in this fiv. 

They’d ha’ donc’t cz quick cz winkin’ 

In the da}S o’ sevcnt}-si\ 

« 

Clang the bells in ever} steeple. 

Call all true men to disow n 
The tradoocers of our people. 

The enslavers o’ their ow n , 

Let our dear old Bay State proudl} 

Put the trumpet to her moufh. 

Let her ring this messidge loudly 
In the ears of all the South — 

“I’ll return ye good fer evil 
Much ez we frail mortils can, 

But I wun’t go help the Devil 
Makin’ man the cus ‘o’ man , 

6 
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Call me cowurd, call me tnuter 
Je»t tz wiU your mean idees — 
Here I ttond a t)'rant4iater 
An the fnend o Gnd an Peacol’* 

Ef I d »iy way 1 hed rutber 
We ihould go to work an part 
They take one way wo take t other 
Gaes* {t wouldn’t break my heart 
Mnn bed ough to put oaunder 
Them thet God ho* noway* jined 
An I »bouWQ*i grotly wonder 
Ef there s thonsanda o my mind. 



This kind o’ 
sogerm’ 

A LETTER FRO^r ftR 
B SAWIN, PRIVATE IN 
THE MASSACHUSETTS 
REGIMENT 

This kind o’ sogenn’ ain’t a mite like our 
October trainin’, 

A chap could clear ng^ht out from there 
ePt only looked like rainin’, 

An’ th’ Gunnies, tu, could kiver up their 
shappoes with bandanners, 

An’ send the insines skcfotin’ to the bar- 
room with their banners 
(Fear o’ gittin’ on ’em spotted), an’ a 
feller could crj' quarter 
Ef he fired away his ramrod arter tu 
much rum an’ water 
Recollect wut fun we hed, you ’r’ I an’ 
Ezry Hollis, 

Up there to Waltham plain last fall, 
along o’ the Cornwallis ? 

This sort o’ thing ain’t jest like thet, — I 
wish thet I wuz furder, — 

Nimepunce a day fer killin’ folks comes 
kind o’ low fer murdel, 



rms KIND a sogerin 

N. 

(Wy I ve worked ont to ilfutenn wme 
ftr Deacon Cephas Bifllns, 

An la the hardeet time* there wui I 
oUefS tetched too ahUllns,) 

There I iutthin git* Into my throat thet 
makes It hard to awaller 

It comes so nateral to think about a 
hempen collar 

Its glory — but In spite o all my tryln 
to git callous, 

I feel a kind o in a cart andin to the 
gall us. 

But wen It comes to b«f» IdUed, — I tell 
ye 1 felt streaked 

The fust time't erer I found out wy 
baggonets wui peaked 

Heres how U w&z I started out to go 
to a fandango 

The sentlnul be ups on sez Tbet t 
funlef an you can go.” 

None o your sarse " »« I set he 
Stan backl" Ain't you a buster?” 

Sez I 1 m up to all thet air 1 guess 
IVe ben to muster 

I know wy sentlnul* air sot you ain't 
agoln to eat us 

Caleb bain t no monopoly to court the 
seenoreetas 

Bly folks to hum air full ez good ez hisn 
be by golljfl" 

9 
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An’ so ez I wuz goin’ by, not thinkin’ 
wut would foil}', 

The everlastin’ cus he stuck his one- 
pronged pitchfork in me 
An’ made a hole right thru my close 
ez ef I wuz an in’my 


Wal, it beats all how big I felt hooraw'in’ 
in ole Funnel 

Wen Mister Bolles he gin the sivord 
to our Leftenant Cunnle, 

(It’s Mister Secondary Bolles, thet wnt 
the prize peace essay, 

Thet’s wy he didn’t list himself along 
o’ us, I dessay,) 

An’ Rantoul, tu, talked pooty loud, but , 
don’t put hts foot in it, 

Coz human life’s so sacred tliat he’s 
principled agin it, — 

Though I myself can’t rightly see it’s any 
wus achokin’ on ’em, 

Than puttin’ bullets thru their kghts, or 
w'lth a bagnet pokin’ on ’em , 

How dreffle slick he reeled it off (like 
Blitz at our l}ceum 

Ahaulin’ nbbins from his chops so quick 
you skeercely see ’em). 

About the Anglo-Saxon race (an’ saxons 
would be handy 

lO 
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To da the buryln down here upon the 
Rio Graody) 

Abcoit our patriotic pas an our star 
spaof'led banner 

Our country*! Urd alooldn on an nn^in 
oat hosanner 

An bow he (Mister B himielf) wta happy 
fer Amenky — 

I felt ez lister Patience lei, a leetle mite 
hist tricky 

I felt, I swon, cz (hough it wui a drefflo 
land 0 privilege 

Atrampln roand thru Boston streets 
among the gutter's drhelage 

I actHy thought It wuz a treat to hair 
a little drummln 

An It did boTiyfidy seem mlllanyum wuz 
acorn In 

Wen an on us got suits (darned Dice them 
wore In the state pnioo) 

An every feller fell cs though oU Mexico 
wuz hlsn. 


This Vre*! about the meanest place a 
skunk could wal dlsklver 
(Saltnio^ Mexican 1 blieve fer wot we 
can Salt-river) 

The sort o trash a feDer gits to ent 
doos be£t an cater 

XI 
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I’d give a gear’s pay fer a bmell o’ one 
good blue-nose later, 

The country here thet Mister Bolles de- 
clared to be so charmin’ 

Throughout is swarmin’ with the most 
alarmin’ kind o’ varmin 
He talked about delishis froots, but then 
it wuz a wopper all, 

The holl on’t ’s mud an’ prickl) pears, 
with here an’ there a chapparal , 

You see a feller peckin’ out, an’, fust 
you know', a lariat 

Is round your throat an’ you a copse, 
’fore you can say, “ Wut air ye at’” 
You never see sech darned gret bugs (it 
may not be irrelevant 
To say I’ve seen a scaraVueiis pilulamts 
big ez a year old elephant), 

The ngiment come up one day m time 
to stop a red bug 

From runnin’ off with Cunnle Wnght, 
— ’twuz jest a common cimev lectn- 
larvus « 

One night I started up on eend an’ 
thought I wuz to hum agin, 

I heern a horn, thinks I it’s Sol the 
fisherman hez come agin, 

His bellowses is sound enough, — ez I’m 
a livin’ creeter, ‘ 


12 
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I fdt & tWoff go thru my Ifg — twiu 
oothJn more n a •keetrri 

Tbeti there t the yatter fe>-er to they caJl 
It here el Tomlto — 

(Coroe, tbet won’t <lu you Undemb there 
I teD ye to le go loel 

My graciousi itt a tcorpkm thet« took a 
thine to play wlth*i 

I dann ‘1 tkeer the tamal thing fer fenr 
hed run away rrith’t.) 

Afore 1 come away from hum \ hed 
a ttroog pema^on 

Tbet Mealcafl* woftt*t human bean* —an 
oomng^tnng nation, 

A aert 0 folks a chap could IdJI an net-er 
dream 00*1 arter 

No more n a ftUer’d dream o pig* thet 
he hed bed to slartert 

I d an Idee tbet they were buUt artcr the 
darkle £uhion alh 

An klckin coloured folk* about jtni 
know S a kind o natlonalj 

Bat wen I Jlned I wom‘1 *0 wi»o cz thrt 
air queen o Sheby 

Fer come to look at em they ain't much 
diTrent from wut we be 

An here we air ascrougin em out o 
thlr own dotnlnjoni 

Ashdterin em ex Caleb sei, under our 
eagle ■ plhkms 
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THIS KIND O' SOGERIN 


Wich means to take a feller up just by 
the slack o”s trowsis 

An’ walk him Spanish clean right out o’ 
all his homes an’ houses, 

Wal, it doos seem a curus way, but then 
hooraw fer Jackson ' 

It must be right, fer Caleb sez it’s reg’lar 
Anglo-Saxon 

The Mex’cans don’t fight fair, they saj^, 
they piz’n all the water. 

An’ du amazin’ lots o’ things thet isn’t 
wut they ough’ to. 

Bein’ the> hain’t no lead, they make their 
bullets out o’ copper 

An’ shoot the darned things at us, tu, 
wich Caleb sez ain’t proper, 

He sez they’d ough’ to stdn’ right up an’ 
let us pop ’em fairly 

(Guess wen he ketches ’em at thet he’ll 
hev to git up airly), 

Thet our nation’s bigger’n theirn an’ so 
its rights air bigger, 

An’ thet it’s all to make ’em frre thet 
we air pullin’ trigger, 

Thet Anglo -Saxondom’s idee’s abreakin’ 
’em to pieces. 

An’ thet idee’s thet every man doos jest 
wut he damn pleases, 

Ef I don’t make his meanin’ clear, per- 
haps in some respex I Van, 
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THIS KIND (X SOGERIN' 


I Imotr thet every man" don’t mean 
a nlffgfer or a hlexicnn 

An there I another thing 1 knou on thet 
IS ef theao ercetur* 

Thet stick an Anglo-Saxon mask onto 
State pri son feetun 

Should come to Jaahun Centre fer to 
argifjr an spout ont 

The gall ould count the silver ipooni the 
mlnnlt they cleared out on'L 


Thk goin smre glory waits haln*l one 
agreeable feetur 

An ef it woroH fer wakin snakes 1 d 
borne agin short meter 

0 wouldn't I ^ off quick time ef’t 
wom*t thet I wni saj^ 

They d let the dayhgbt Into mo to poj 
me fer desartlnl 

1 don't approve o teUin tales but jest to 

you I may state 

Onr osiifers ain't wot they wuz afore they 
left the Bay State 

Then It wux Mister Sowin sir you re 
mlddlln well now be ye? 

Step up an take a nipper sir I m dreffle 
glad to see ye " 

But now Ita Wanse my eppylet? here 
Sawin, ste^ an fetch U I 
*5 



THIS KIND O' SOGERIN' 

An’ mmd your eye, be thund’nn’ sprj', or, 
damn ye, you shall ketch it!” 

Wal, ez the Doctor sez, some pork will 
bile so, but by mighty, 

Ef I hed some on ’em to hum, I’d gne 
’em Imkum vity, 

I’d play the rogue’s march on their hides 
an’ other music follenn’ — 

But I must close my letter here, fer one 
on ’em’s ahollerm’. 

These Anglo-Saxon ossifers, — wal, ’tain’t 
no use ajawin’, 

I’m safe enlisted fer the war, 

Yourn, 

Birdofredom Sawin 
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What Mr 
Robinson Thinks 


Gnvcoer B U «. ceodbta num 

He atm^a to his home an looks arter 
his folks 

Ho draws hli farrer a straight e* be 
can 

An into nobody s teter-patch pokes 
But John P 
Robinson he 

Sez he won't vote fer Gorener B 

Myl ain't It terrible? Wat shall we du? 

We can t new choose him o course — 
tbeWs Sat 

Guess we shall hey to come round (don t 
you?) 

An go in fer thunder an guns an all 
that 

Fer John P 
Robinson he 

Sez be wim t vote fer Guvener B. 
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WHAT MR ROBINSON THINKS 


Gineral C is a drcffle smart man 

He’s ben on all sides thet gn e places or 
pelf, 

But consistency still wuz a part of his 
plan, — 

He’s ben true to one partj’, — an’ thet 
IS himself, — 

So John P 
Robinson he 

Sez he shall vote fer Gineral C 

Gineral C he goes in fer the war, 

He don’t vally pnnccrple more’n an old 
cud, 

Wut did God make us raytional creeturs 
fer, ^ 

But glory an’ gunpouder, plunder an’ ^ 
blood ? 

So John P 
Robinson he 

Sez he shall \ote fer Gineral C 

We were gittin’ on nicely up here to our 
village. 

With good old idees o’ wut’s right an’ 
wut ain’t. 

We kind o’ thought Christ went agm 
war an’ pillage, 

An’ thet eppyletts worn’t the best mark 
of a saint, 
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WHAT MR RODH<.SO\ THINKS 


Bat John P 
Robinson b« 

Sez this kind o thing's an exploded 
Idee. 

The side of our country must oilers bo 
took. 

An PrcsHunt Polk, you knotr ht is 
our country 

An the ang%l thet writes all our sms la 
A book 

Puts the lUht to hico an to us the 
contry 

An John P 
Robinson be 

Sex this Is Ms view o the thiag to n 
T 


Parson Wllbar he calls all these arglniunts 
lies 

Sex they’re nothin on airth but jest fet 

fmw fum 

An thet all this Hg talk of our destinies 
Is half on It ign once, an t’other half 
rum 

But John P 
Robinson be 

Sex It ali^’t no sech thing on of 
course to must we 
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WHAT MR. ROBINSON THINKS 

Parson Wilbur sez lie never heerd in his 
life 

Thet th' Apostles rigged out in their 
swaller-tail coats, 

An’ marched round in front of a drum 
an’ a fife, 

To git some on ’em office, an’ some on 
’em votes , 

But John P 
Robinson he 

Sez they didn’t know everythin’ down 
m Judee 

Wal, It’s a marcy we’ve gut folks to tell 
us 

The rights an’ the -f/rongs o’ these 
matters, I vow, — 

God sends country lawyers, an’ other wise 
fellers. 

To start the world’s team wen it gits 
in a slough, 

Fer John P 
Robinson he 

Sez the world’ll go right, ef he hollers 
out Geel 
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No? Hex he? 

He halnt, 
though? 

or twmAK 

O. O^TUCC, KHTXriEX, AT 

D> tTA-nt (T*xrr n 

Kii T Ajj nr lu. m. MtoLcw 

No? Hex he? He haln t, though? Wut? 
Voted agio him? 

Ef the bird of pur couotr) could ketch 
him, she d tldn hun 

I seem t though I see her >ntb «Tath In 
each quhl. 

Like B cfainceiy lawj-er afhn her bill 

An gnodln her talents ez thorp ez all nater 

To pounce like a writ on the back o the 
traiior 

Forgive me, my Crieods, ef 1 seem to be bet 

But a crisis llko this must with vigour 
be met 

Wen on Arnold the star-spangled banner 
bestalns, 

HoQ Fourth o Julys seem to bile in my 
velna. 

SI 


NO^ HEZ HE'^ 


Who ever’d ha’ thought sech a pisonous 

ng 

Would be run by a chap thet wuz chose 
fer a Wig? 

“We knowed wut his pnncerples wuz ’fore 
we sent him”? 

Wut wuz there in them from this vote to 
pervent him? 

A marciful Providunce fashioned us holler 

O’ purpose thet we might our pnncerples 
swaller , 

It can hold any quantity on ’em, the 
belly can, 

An’ bnng ’em up ready fer use like the 
pehcan. 

Or more hke the kangaroo, who (wich is 
stranger) 

Puts her family into her pouch wen 
there’s danger 

Ain’t pnncerple precious ? then, who’s 
goin’ to use it 

Wen there’s resk o’ some chap’s gittin’ 
up to abuse it? ' 

I can’t tell the wy on’t, but nothin’ is so sure 

Ez thet pnncerple kind o’ gits spiled by 
exposure , 

A man thet lets all sorts o’ folks git a 
sight on’t 

Ough’ to hev it all to<?k nght away, 
every rmte on’t, 
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HE MAIN T THOUGH? 


Ef he can't keep it aQ to himself seen it ■ 
wise to 

He ain't one Its 6t to trust nothin so 
nice to. 

Besides, ther’i a wonderful power in 
latitude 

To shill a man s moml relations an attl 
tude 

Some flo isife rB think thet a fakldltyS 
gfranted 

The onlnnlt Us proved to be thoroughly 
wai^ted 

Thet a change o demand makes a change 
o condltloa 

An thet e verythin s nothin except by 
podtloa 

Ex, fer Instance thet rubber trees fust 
begun bearln 

Wen pUdkle conihuoces come Into wearin 

Thet the fears of a monkey whose bolt 
chanced to fall 

Drawed«the rortlhry out to a prehensile 
tail 

So wen one s chose to Congnss ex soon 
ex hex in it, 

A collar g i o wi right round his neck In a 
mlnnlt. 

An sardn It Is thet a man cannot be 
strict 
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A^OP HEZ HE^ 


In bein’ himself, ^\cn he gils to the Dee- 
stnet, 

Fer a coat thet sets wal here in ole Mas- 
sachusetts, 

Wen it gits on to Washmton, somehow 
askew sets 

Resolves, do you say, o’ the Springfield 
Convention"^ 

Thet’s percisely the pint I was goin’ to 
mention , 

Resolves air a thing we most gen’ally 
keep ill, ^ 

They’re a cheap kind o’ dust fer tlie e^xs 
o’ the people, 

A parcel o’ delligits jest git together 

An’ chat fer a spell the crops an’ the 
weather. 

Then, comm’ to order, they squabble 
awile 

An’ let oflf the speeches they’re ferful’ll 
spile. 

Then — Resolve, — Thet we wun’J- hev an 
inch o’ slave territory, 

Thet Presidunt Polk’s holl perceedins air 
very tory, 

Thet the war is a damned war, an’ them 
thet enlist m it 

Should hev a cravat with a dreffle tight 
twist m it, ‘ 
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HE HAIN r. THOUGH? 


Thct the w»r Ii a war fer the fpreadln 
o tlavery 

Thet our army deiarva our beat thanks 
fer tbeir bravery 

Thet we re the original friends o the 
riatioci. 

All the rest air a paltry an base fabrica 
tloQ 

Thet we highly respect Messrs. A, B an 
C 

An ez deeply despise Messrs. E F an G 

In this way they go to the eeod o the 
chapter 

An then they bust out in a kind of a 
raptur 

Abont their own vartoo an folks s stone- 
bUndoess 

To the men thet ould adlDy do em a 
kindness, — 

The American eagle, — the Pilgrims thet 
landed — 

Tin on ole Plymooth Rock they git finally 
strafidedL 

Wal, the people they listen an say 
Thefe the tlAot 

Ex fer Mexico tain t no great glory to 
Uck It, 

But *twould be a darned shame to go 
puhin o triggers 

To extend the aree of abuain the ruggers. 
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NO^ HEZ 


So they march In percessions, an’ git up 
hooraws, 

An’ tramp thru the mud fcr the good o’ 
the cause, 

An’ think they’re a kind o’ fulfillin’ the 
prophecies, 

Wen they’re on’y jest changin’ the holders 
of offices, 

Ware A sot afore, B is comf’tably 
seated. 

One humbug’s victor’ous an’ t’other de- 
feated, 

Each honnable doughface gits jest what 
he axes. 

An’ the people, — their annooal soft-sodder 
an’ taxes 

Now, to keep unimpaired all tliese glorious 
feeturs 

Thet characterise moml an’ reasonin’ 
creeturs, 

Thet give every paytnot all he can cram, 

Thet oust the untrustworthy Bresidunt 
Flam, 

An’ stick honest Presidunt Sham in his 
place. 

To the manifest gain o’ the holl human 
race. 

An’ to some inden idgewals on’t in par- 
tickler, 
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HE BAIN T THOUGH? 


Who lov® Pobtlc Oph^oa an know how 
to tickle her — 

I eay thet a party with gret nlmi hk® 
these 

Mtat etieik i«rt. e» «icae ex a hive full o 
bet*. 

1 m wQUn a man thouW go tollable ttrong 

Agin wKfog in the abstract* fer that kind 
o wrong 

It ottert tmpopTar an new giU pitied 

Becaoae {t% a enme ik) one new conv 
rahtad 

But be mus’n't be hard on parbckler 
tine, 

at then he’ll be^tnekin lb« people i oam 
thioa. 

tiy look at the DemmeTcrata, see wut 
they've done 

5St tlmply by ttiddn together Dice fun 

They’re tucked n* right into a mnahle 
war 

rhet D<t One on autb ain’t responsible 
for 

TheyVe run u« a hundred cool millions 
lo debt 

(An fer Dcmmerctat Homera th©r*B good 
plunn left yet) 

They talk ag^ tayrlffi, but act fer a 
high one. 
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jVOP HEZ HE''‘ 


\n’ so coa\ all parties to built up their Zion , 

To the people thoj’re oilers cr slick ez 
molasses, 

An’ butter their bread on both sides with 
The Masses, 

Half o’ whom thei’\c persuaded, b) uaj 
of a joke, 

Thet Washinton’b mantelpiece fell upon 
Polk 

Now all o’ these blessin’s the Wigs might 
enjoy, 

Ef they’d gumption enough the right 
means to imploj , 

Per thcsihcr spoon born m Dcrmocracj’s 
mouth < 

Is a kind of a scringe thet the\ hc\ to 
the South , 

Their masters can cuss ’em an’ kick ’em 
an’ wale ’em. 

An’ they notice it less ’an the ass did to 
Balaam , 

In tins ivay they screw into stfeond-rate 
offices 

Wich the slaveholder thinks ’ould sub- 
stract too much off his ease, 

The file-leaders, I mean, du, fer thej, by 
their wiles. 

Unlike the old viper, grpw fat on their 
files 
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HE HAIN T THOUGH? 


WaJ the Wig* her been tryin to grab 
all this p r ey frum cm 

An to hook tills nice spoon o good forbo 
awmy frum cm 

An they might ha eucceedwh “ likely 
er not, 

In llddn the Dcmmorcrau all round the 
lot, 

Ef it warn t thet wile all fialthfiil Wigs 
were their knees on 

Some stuffy old codger would holler out, 
— Treason I 

You must keep a. shsrp oyo on a dog thet 
hex bit you once. 

An / 010*1 ogoin to cheat my consti 
toouna * 

IVeu every fool knows thet a man repre- 
sents 

Not the fellera thet sent him but them 
on the fence, ^ — 

Impartially reedy to jump either side 

An make the first use of a turn o the 
tide -a 

The waiters on Providunco here in the 
city 

UTk) compose wut they call a State Ceo- 
terl Cocnmltty 

Cocstltocunts air hendy to help a man in 

But arterwards don't weigh the heft of • 



NOP HEZ HE^ 


Wy, the people can’t all live on Uncle 
Sam’s pus, 

So they’ve nothin’ to du witli’t fer better 
or wus, 

It’s the folks thet air kind o’ brought up 
to depend on’t 

Thet hev any consarn in’t, an’ thet is the 
end on’t 

Now here woiz New England ahevin’ the 
honour 

Of a chance at the Speakership showered 
upon her,— 

Do you say, “She don’t want no more 
Speakers, but fewer. 

She’s hed plentj o’ th^m, wut she wants 
IS a doer"! 

Fer the matter o’ thet, it’s notorous in 
town 

Thet her own representatives du her quite 
brown 

But thet’s nothin’ to du with it, wut 
right hed Palfrey »» 

To mix himself up with fanatical small fry'^ 

Wam’t we gittm’ on prime with our hot 
an’ cold blowin’, 

Acondemmn’ the war wilst we kep’ it 
agoin’? 

We’d assumed with gr^t skill a com- 
mandin’ position. 



HE H4IV T THOUGH? 


Od thin side or thet no one couldn't tell 
wfch one, 

So vutever aide wJpped ^e d a chance 
at the plunder 

An could sue fer Infringin our peytented 
thunder 

We were ready to vole fer whoever wuz 
eEglble, 

Ef on aH pints at Isaoo he d stay unlntel 
Hgible. 

Wal spotln we hod to gulp down our 
perfessioos. 

We were ready to come out oecrt momm 
with fresh ones 

Besides, ef we dJd “twas our business 
alone, 

Fer couldn^t we du wut we would with 
our own? 

An ef a man can weo pemaious hev rls 
so 

Eat up his own words its a marcy it is sa 

Wy tHfese chaps fhim the North with 
back bones to em dam on 

'Ould be wuth more an Gennle Tom 
Thumb Is to Bamum 

Tber’s enough thet to office on this very 
plan grow 

By exhlbitln Ijow very sman a man can 
grow 



NO^ HEZ HE^ 


But an M C frum here oilers hastens to 
state he 

Belongs to the order called invertebrat)'’, 

Wence some gret filologists judge pnmy 
fashy 

Thet M C IS M T by paronomashy , 

An’ these few exceptions air looses nay- 
Uiry 

Folks ’ould put down their quarters to 
stare at, like fury 

It’s no use to open the door o’ success, 

Ef a member can bolt so fer nothin’ or 
less , 

Wy, all o’ them grand constitootional 
pillers » 

Our forefathers fetched with ’em over the 
billers, 

Them pillers the people so soundly hev 
slep’ on. 

Wile to slav’ry, invasion, an’ debt they 
were swep’ on, 

Wile our Destiny higher an’ higher kep’ 
mountin’ 

(Though I guess folks’ll stare wen she 
hends her account in), 

Ef members in this way go kickin’ agin 
’em. 

They wun’t hev so much ^ a feather left 
in ’em 



HE HAIN r, THOUGH? 


An ei fer this Palfrey we thought wen 
we d gut him in 

Ho d go kindly in wutever harness wo 
put him in 

Supposin wo did know tbet bo wux a 
peace man? 

Doos he think bo can be Unde Sammlo's 
policeman 

An wen Sam gits dpsy an kicks up a 
riot, 

Lead him ofT to the lockup to tnooxe till 
bos quiet? 

Wy the war Is a war thet true paytnots 
can bear ef 

It leads to the 6at promised land of a 
tayriff » 

IPs dm t go an hgbt it nor ain't to be 
driv on 

Nor Demmercrats nntber thet her wut 
to nve on 

Ei It alnt Jest tbe thing diet’s wall pleasin 
to God, 

It makes*ns thought highly on elsewhere 
abroad; 

The Rooshlan blade eagle looks blue In 
his eene 

An shakes both his beads wen be bears 
o Montoery 

In tbe Tower Victory sets all of a 
fluster 
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NO^ HEZ HE^ 


An’ reads, with locked doors, how we 
won Cherry Buster, 

An’ old Philip Lewis^thet come an’ kep’ 
school here 

Fer the mere sake o’ scorin’ his ryahst ruler 

On the tenderest part of our kings m 
futuro — 

Hides his crown undemeatli an old shut 
in his bureau, 

Breaks o£F in his brags to a suckle o’ 
merry kings. 

How he often hed hided young native 
Amerrikins, 

An’ turnin’ quite faint in the midst of his 
foolenes, 

Sneaks down stairs to bolt the front door 
o’ the Toolenes 

You say, “We’d ha’ scared ’em by grow- 
in’ in peace, 

A plaguy sight more then by bobberies 
like these”? 

Who IS it dares say thet our ‘naytional 
eagle 

Wun’t much longer be classed with the 
birds thet air regal, 

Coz theim be hooked beaks, an’ she, arter 
this slaughter, 

’ll bring back a bill tern times longer’n 
she’d ougk’ to? 
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HE RAIN T THOUGH^ 


Wuti your nime? Come I »ee ye you 
up-country feller 

You*™ put 0 >e out teveril times with j'our 

bell^ 

Out with It! Wut? Blglow? I fay 
notbiQ furder 

Thet feller would IBco nothin better’n a 
murder 

Het a tralter blaspberaer an wut ruthcr 
worse If, 

He puts an hu athlsm m drc£1e bad 
venes 

Sodty aiu t cafe till sech monsterf cur out 
on U 

Refer to the Poet d you her the I&ut 
doubt on h;« 

Wy ho agio war a^^ mdJrect hitm 
p Agin tellin wild lands cept to settlers 
with axes, 

Agin boldln o alaves though he knows 
it’s the comer 

Our Ubbaty rests on. the mis able scomerl 

In fhorti he would wholly upset with his 
ravages 

AH thet keeps us above the brute critters 
an savages, 

An pitch into all kinds o' brOes an corv- 
funoos 

The boll of cum dverllzed free Inititu- 
tioos » 
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NO? HEZ HE^ 


He wntes fer thet ruthcr unsafe pnnt, 
the Couner, 

An’ likely ez not hez a squintin’ to 
Fooner, 

I’ll be , tliet IS, I mean I’ll be blest, 

Ef I hark to a word frum so noted a 
pest, 

I sha’n’t talk with him, my religion’s too 
ferv’ent 

Good mormn’, my friends. I’m your most 
humble servant 



The Debate In 

the Sennit J£f ^ 


•OT TO A m«T IKTHC 

Her* we itan on Ibe Coostitutloo by 
thunder! 

It! a £ict o wteh ihert buthOi o 
proo£i 

Fer how could we trample on t >o I 
wooder 

ETt worn c thflt ollera under our 
hooti?'* ^ 

Sex John C Calhoun >«z be 
Human rigbti hain t do more 
Right to come on *hU 6oor 
No moren the man In the moon," 
sei he. 

The Nbrth bain*t oo kind o bhmess 
with nothin 

An yoaVe no Idee how much bother it 

cares 

We ain’t none riled by their frettln an 
fro thin 

Wore mstd ta la^n the ctrlng oa our 
claves,” 
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THE DEBATE IN THE SENNIT 

Scz John C Calhoun, se? he, — 

Sez Mister Foote, 

“I should like to shoot 
The holl gang-, by the gret liorn 
spoon!” sez he 

“ Freedom’s Keystone is Sla\orj% thet 
ther’s no doubt on, 

It’s sutthm’ thet’s — v,ha' d’}e call it’ — 
dume, — 

An’ the sla\es thet we oilers male tlic 
most out on 

Air them nortli o’ Mason an’ Dixon’s 
line,” 

Sez John C Calhoun, sez he, — 

“ Fer all thet,” s?z Mangfum, 

“ ’Twould be better to hang ’em, 
An’ so git red on ’em soon,” sez he 

“The mass ough’ to labour an’ we laj 
on soffies, 

Thet’s the reason I want to spread 
Freedom’s aree , t 

It puts all the cunmnest on us in office, 

An’ reelises our Maker’s ong’nal idee,” 
Sez John C Calhoun, sez he, — 

“ Thet’s ez plain,” sez Cass, 

“ Ez tliet some one’s an ass. 

It’s ez clear ez the ^un is at noon,” 
sez he 
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THE debate IH THE SENNIT 


Now don t go to »ay I m the friend of 
oppreulofi 

But ftU your spare breath fer 

cxwlln your broth 

Fer I oilers hev strove (at least thct’s my 
ImpreakKi) 

To make cussed free vrilh the rights o 
the North," 

Sez John C. Calhoun sex he — 

Ves," SOS Davis o Miss. 

Tho perfection o bhss 

Is iQ skinnln thet same old coon " 
•ei he. 

SUvery** a thiog^ thet depends on com- 
plexion 

It's God’s Uw Ibet fctien on black 
skins don t chafr 

Ef brains wux to settle it (horrid reflection !) 

Wdi of our ooonble bod/d be safe? 

Sex John C, Calhoun sci he* — 

Sex Mister Hanoegan 
A/ore ho began agm 
Tbet exception is quite oppertooo " 
sex be. 

000*016 Cass Sir you needn t be twitch 
In your collar 



THE DEBATE IN THE SENNIT 


y\t the North we don’t jnake no distinc- 
tions o’ colour, 

You can all take a lick at our shoes 
wen you please,” 

Sez John C Calhoun, sez he, — 

Sez Mister Jarnagin, 

“They wun’t hev to larn agin, 
They all on ’em know the old toon,” 
sez he 

“The slavery question ain’t no ways be- 
wilderin’, 

North an’ South hev one int’rcst, it’s 
plain to a glance, 

No’them men, like us patriarchs, don’t 
sell their childnq. 

But they du sell themselves, ef they git 
a good chance,” 

Sez John C Calhoun, sez he, — 

Sez Atherton here, 

“This is gittin’ severe, 

I wish I could dive like a loon,” sez he 

i 

“ It’ll break up the Union, this talk about 
freedom. 

An’ your fact’ry gals (soon ez we split) 
’ll make head. 

An’ gittin’ some Miss chief or other to 
lead ’em, ^ 

’ll go to w'ork raisin’ permiscoous Ned,” 
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THE DEBATE IN THE SENMT 


Sci jtd'Q C Calhoun he — 

Y« Ihe North," *C 2 Colquitt 
Ef let Soulhmert all qtJit 
Wotjld go dQ«ml3tea bu»trf bi\lloon ** 
tez he. 

J«t look irut U doln wut nnnyky* 
broaifl 

IntbebeautUol cGmeo theofivoan vme 
AD the nrlte nri^toxy*! n tutnblln to ruin 

An tbe aankyloti drorin an dnnkln 
their wine " 

Sez John C Calhoun lez he — 

^€3 " *« Johnson la France 
They re beglnoln to dance 
BeJAzebuba o^n rlgadooo," tn he 

The South • cafe enough it don't feel 
a nute ckeeiy 

Our clavTs In thar darkness an dut 
air to blest 

Not to uTlcome with proud hallylugers 
the ery 

Wen our eagle kfckt youm from tbe 
nayticKuU nest " 

Sei John C. Calhoun, tez he — 

Oh " cex Wcctcott o Florida 
Wut treason b borrider 
Then our ppvleges tr^in to proon?" 
*ex be 


THE DEBATE IN THE SENNIT 


'‘It’s ’co7 they’re so happy, thet, ^\cn 
crazy sarpints 

Stick their nose m our biznoss, we git 
so darned riled, 

Wc think it’s our doot} to give pool} 
sharp hints, 

Thet the last crumb of Edin on airth 
sha’n’t be spiled,” 

Sez John C Calhoun, sez he, — 
“Ah,” sez Di\on H Lewis, 

“ It pcrfectl}’ true is 
Thet slavery’s airth’s grettest boon,” 
sez he 



The Pious 

Editor's ^ ^ 

Creed 


I du believe m Freedom • cause 
Ez fur auTiy ci PajrU is 
I love to see her slick her dam 
la tbcm InfiunaJ PhajTisee* 

Its wai enough agin a king 
To dfor resolves an triggers — 
But Ubbat/s a kind o thing 
Tbet don't agree xrith niggers, 

I du behove the people smnt 
A tax on teas on coBees, 

Tbet nothin am t extravygunt — 
Pusvidin I ra in ofBco 
Fer I bev loved my country sence 
My e)-e-teeth 61W thdr sockets 
An Unde Sam I re%‘efenc< 
PartlcTariy bis pockets. 

I du boIleve,In any plan 
O levyln tbo texes 
<3 



THE PIOUS EDITOR'S CREED 


Ez long ez, like a lumberman, 

I git jest wut I axes , 

I go free-trade thru thick an’ thin, 
Because it kind o’ rouses 
The folks to vote, — an’ keeps us in 
Our quiet custom-houses 

I du believe it’s wise an’ good 
To sen’ out furnn missions, 

Thet IS, on sartin understood 
An’ orthydox conditions, — 

I mean nine thousan’ dblls per ann , 
Nine thousan’ more fer outfit. 

An’ me to recommend a man 
The place ’ould jest about fit 

t 

I du believe in special ways 
O’ prayin’ an’ convartin’. 

The bread comes back in many days, 
An’ buttered, tu, fer sartin , 

I mean in preyin’ till one busts 
On wut the party chooses, ^ 

An’ in convartin’ public trusts 
To very pnvit uses 


I du believe hard coin tlie stuff 
Fer ’lectioneers to spout on. 
The people’s oilers soft e^iough 
To make hard money out on, 
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THE PJOUS EDITORS CREED 


E>«r Uncle Sam pemdes fer hU 
An a good sued junk to nJI — 

I don't care kow banl money u 
Ez long ez mines paid punctooal. 

I do benere with oD my seal 
In the girt Presss freedom 
To pint the people to the goal 
An In the traces lead cm 
Palded the ann tbet f org es jokes 
At my Cat contracts squmtln 
An withered be the nose tbet pokes 
Inter the gov'ment pnniin f 

1 da bdk^'e tbet \ should give 
Wat's blsa unto Ciesar 
Fei U s by hirn I more an live 
From him my bread an cheese air 
1 da believe thrt all o\ me 
Doth boor Hs supcmrlptloo, — 

Will consdence, honour honesty 
An ^ogf o that description. 

I da believe In prayer an praise 
To him tbet bex the grantin 
O job*, — in every tWo tbet paja, 

But most of all in Caktdt 
T his doth mj^cup with mardes fill 
This lays all thought o sin to rest,-' 
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THE PIOUS EDITOR'S CREED 


I don't believe in princerple, 

But oh, I du in interest 

I du believe in bein’ this 
Or thet, ez it nia}' happen 
One way or t’other hendiest is 
To ketch the people nappin’, 

It ain’t by pnncerples nor men 
My preudunt course is steadied, — 

I scent wich pays the best, an’ then 
Go into it baldheaded 

I du believe thet holdin’ slaves 
Comes nat’ral to a Presidunt, 

Let ’lone the rowdedow it saves 
To hev a wal-brokev precedunt , 

Fer any oflSce, small or gret, 

I couldn’t ax with no face, 

’uthout I’d ben, tliru dry an’ wet, 

Th’ unnzzest kind o’ doughface 

I du believe wutever trash 

’ll keep the people m blindness, — 
Thet we the Mexicans can thrash 
Right inter brotherly kindness, 

Thet bombshells, grape, an’ powder ’n’ 
ball 

Air good-will’s strongest magnets, 

Thet peace, to make it ^bek at all, 
Must be druv m with bagnets 
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TIfE PIOUS EDITOR S CREED 


In iJiort, I 6nnly do benpw 
In Humbug' gcnttallv 
Fer It » a thJnff thrt 1 pcnrJv-c 
To hev a folid m)I/ 

ThU beth mf fallhrul fhrpherd ben 
In pastun ■vreet heth ted me 
An thlsll keep the people green 
To feed ei the> hev fed me. 



A Letter from 

a Candidate for JS/ ^ 
the Presidency 


Dear Sir, — You wish to know my notions 
On sartin pints thct rile the land, 
There’s nothin’ thet m3' natur so shuns 
Ez bein’ mum or underhand, 

I’m a straight-spoken kind o’ crcetur 
Thet blurts right out wut’s m his head. 
An’ ef I’ve one pecooler feetur. 

It IS a nose thet wun’t be led 

So, to begin at the beginnin’ 

An’ come direcly to the pint, 

I think the country’s underpinmn’ 

Is some consid’ble out o’ jmk. 

I ain’t agoin’ to try your patience 
By tellin’ who done this or thet, 

I don’t make no insinooations, 

I jest let on I smell a rat 

Thet IS, I mean, it seerr;s to me so. 
But, ef the public think I’m wrong, 
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A LETTER 


Nor I ain’t one mj sense to scatter 
So’st no one couldn’t pick it out, 

My love fer North an’ South is equil, 
So I’ll jest answer plump an’ frank, 
No matter wut may be the sequil, — 
Yes, Sir, I am agin a Bank 

Ez to the answerin’ o’ questions, 

I’m an olT o\ at bein’ druv, 

Though I ain’t one thet aiy test shuns 
’ll give our folks a helpin’ shove, 
Kind o’ permiscoous I go it 

Fer the holl countr)% an’ the ground 
I take, ez nigh ez I can show it. 

Is pooty gen’ally all round 

r 

I don’t appruve o’ givin’ pledges. 

You’d ough’ to leave a feller free. 

An’ not go knockin’ out the wedges 
To ketch his fingers m the tree. 
Pledges air aw'fle breachy cattle 
Thet preudunt farmers don’t turn 
out, — -i 

Ez long’z the people git their rattle, 
Wut IS there fer’m to grout about’ 

Ez to the Slavics, ’ there’s no confusion 
In my idees consarnin’ them, — 

/ think they air an Institution, 

A sort of— yes, jest so, — ahem 
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A LETTER 


Tell ’em thct on the Sla\er} question 
I’m RIGHT, although to speak I’m 
lawth , 

This gives jou a safe pint to rest on, 
An’ leaves me frontin’ South b} North 


I 
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“ I spose you 
wonder ware 
I be" 




A **^*^^ !■ Ui lU n04i 
B. 1AV1JI BQ. 

I fpoie yea wonder wnre I be I can't 
ten fer the aoul o me 
Eiacly ware I be myaeJf — roeanln by 
thet the bc^ o tne. 

Wen I left hran I bed two lega, an they 
wom*t bad dooa oejtbef 
(The acaliest tnck they erer played wui 
bringlo cm me Ut^) 

Now ooo 00 cm B I dunno ware — they 
thooght I wux odyin 
An tawed It off becauie they odd tvux 
Ida o mordfyin 

I m wHUn to believe U wnx, an ylt I 
doot tee nutber 

Wy one ihould take to feelln cheap a 
ralnnlt sooner'o t’other 
Seoco both wiu equlUy to blame but 
thing! IS ex they be 

It took oo scT’they took it off an thet*! 
enough for me 
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“/ SPOSE YOU WONDER 


There’s one good thing, though, to be 
said about m3' wooden new one, — 

The liquor can’t get into it c/L used to 
in the true one, 

So it saves drink, an’ then, besides, a 
feller couldn’t beg 

A gretter blessin’ then to hev one oilers 
sober peg. 

It’s true a chap’s in want o’ two fer 
follenn’ a drum, 

But all the march I’m up to now' is jest 
to Kingdom Come 


I’ve lost one eye, but thet’s a loss it’s 
easy to supply ‘ 

Out o’ the glory thet I’ve gut, fer thet 
is all my eye , 

An’ one is big enough, I guess, b}' dili- 
gently usin’ it, 

To see aU I shall ever git by wa}' o’ pa)' 
fer losin’ it, 

Oflf’cers I notice, who git paid fel all our 
thumps an’ kickins, 

Du wal by keepin’ single eyes arter the 
fattest pickins, 

So, ez the eye’s put fairly out. I’ll larn 
to go without it. 

An’ not allow myself to be no gret put 
out about it 
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TVAJiB / 


Now le m« toe, tbet isn t all I used 
fore leavin JaalaiD 

To count thing* on my fingex-eends, bat 
sutthln teeiDB to nil cm 

Warei my left hand? Oh dam it, yet, 
I recollect wiift come on*t; 

I haln't no left arm but my right an 
tbet a gut jeat a thumb oaft 

It ain’t to bendy ex U wux to callate a 
gum oa c. 

I’ve hod tome tiba broke, — six (I bTleve) 
-ol baio*t kep no account on em 

Wen pentioai ^t to be the talk, 111 
•e^e Che amount on am. 

An now I m apealdn about ribs, It km 

0 briogi to tnlnd 

One that I couldnt never break,— the one 

1 laT behind; 

Elf you ahoold tee her jest clear out the 
fpout o your iQTentioD 

An pour the krageat sveetnln m about 
an annoonl pensloo 

An kinVo hint (In cate, you know the 
critter tboukl refuse to be 

Cootoled) I aloft *o *ipenwve now to keep 
ex wut I oted to be 

There a ooe arm leaa, ditto one eye, on 
then tbe leg tbeti wooden 

Can be took an tot away wenever 
tber’a a puddin , 
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“/ SPOSE YOU WONDER 


I spose you tliink I’m cornin’ back ez 
opperlunt ez thunder, 

With shiploads o’ gold images an’ varus 
sorts o’ plunder, 

Wal, ’fore I vullinteered, I thought this 
country wuz a sort o’ 

Canaan, a reg’lar Promised Land flowin’ 
witli rum an’ water, 

Ware propat)' growed up like time, with- 
out no cultivation, 

An’ gold wuz dug ez taters be among our 
Yankee nation. 

Ware nateral advantages were pufficly 
amazin’. 

Ware ever)' rock there wuz about with 
precious stuns wuz blazin’. 

Ware mill-sites filled the country up ez 
thick ez you could cram ’em. 

An’ desput nvers run about a beggin’ 
folks to dam ’em, 

Then there were meetinhouses, tu, chock- 
ful o’ gold an’ sdver 

Thet you could take, an’ no one? couldn’t 
hand ye in no bill fer, — 

Thet’s wut I thought afore I went, thet’s 
wut them fellers told us 
Thet stayed to hum an’ speechified an’ 
to the buzzards sold us, 

I thought thet gold-mineS could be giit 
cheaper than Chiny asters, 

S6 



n'ARE I BE' 


An *eo myttlf acontln back like riily 
Jacob A*tori 

But i«h WttB loon melted down on 
didn’t leave a grea»e ipot 
I vw my hon ibecr o the fplle* wouldn't 
come olgb a V spot 

Although moft onyware* we\‘e ben j-ou 
needo t break do locks* 

Nor ftm DO Idn o risks to fill jeur 
podcet foil o rocks. 

I xpect I menUcrocd m my last some o 
the oateral feeton 

O this all fiered buggy hole In th u-ny 
o awfle creetura, 

Bat I fergut to name (netr things to 
speak 00 soVbounded) 

Hcr«r ooe day you’ll most die o thust an 
foie the next git drowudei 
The dyrsU seems to me 3^t like & tea 
pot mode o pewter 

Oar Prudence hied thet wouldn t pour 
(all sbe could du) to itrit bef 
Fust plate the leaves ould choke the spout* 
so a oot a drop ould dreeo out 
Then Prude ould Up an Up an tip till 
the hoU tot bust clean out 
The Idres-hlnge-pln bdn lost tea4eavts 
an tea an Idrer 

ould all coroeMown itmmA/ er though 
the dam, broke in a r i v er 
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"7 SPOSE YOU WONDER 


Jest so ’tis here, holl months there ain’t 
a day o’ rainy weather, 

An’ jest ez th’ officers ’ould be a layin’ 
heads together 

Ez t’ how they’d mix their dnnk at sech 
a milingtary deepot, — 

’Twould pour ez though tlie lid wuz off 
the everlastin’ teapot 

The cons’quence is, thet I shall take, wen 
I’m allowed to leave here, 

One piece o’ propaty along, an’ thet’s 
the shakin’ fever. 

It’s reggilar employment, though, an’ thet 
ain’t tliought to harm one. 

Nor ’tain’t so tiresome ez it wuz with 
t’otlier leg an’ arm 6n, 

An’ it’s a consolation, tu, although it 
doosn’t pay. 

To hev it said you’re some gret shakes 
in any km’ o’ way 

’Tworn’t very long, I tell ye wut, I 
thought o’ fortin-makin’, — 

One day a reg’lar shiver-de-frefeze, an’ 
next ez good ez bakin’, — 

One day abrilin’ in the sand, tlien smoth’nn’ 
in tlie mashes, — 

Git up all sound, be put to bed a mess o’ 
hacks an’ smashes 

But then, thinks I, at afty rate there’s 
glory to be hed, — 
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/ B£' 


Tbefi an Invotmcnt, artcr all tbet ma)-n‘t 
turn out so bad 

But •oraehor wen wed fit an Ticked 1 
»oUert found the thanks 

Gut kin o lodged afore they come ei 
low down cz the ranks 

The GlnVals gut the biggest sheer the 
Cunnles next, an so oa — 

W* oerer gut a blasted mile o glory ez 
I know on 

An spate we hed 1 wonder how j-duVe 
goin to contnre Its 

fMrmoo so I to glee a piece to twenty 
thousand prlvlts 

£f you sbould moluply by ten the por 
don 0 the hftiv’st ooe 

You wouldn't git nsore'n half enough to 
speak of on a grave-Btun 

We git the neks — were jest the grist 
theds put Into War’s hoppers 

Leftenanti is the lowest grade thet helps 
pide up the coppers. 

It may folks thet go agin a body 
wUh a soul in t, 

An ain't contented with a hide without a 
bognet hole In t 

But glory Is a Idn o thing I ■ba'n't per 
sue DO forder 

Co* tbefi the •ff’cers’ parqulslte.—youni't 
on'y jest the murder 



“/ SPOSE YOU WONDER 


Wut two legs an)w\nrcs about could keep 
up w’lth my one’ 

There ain’t no km’ o’ quality in can’idates, 
it’s said, 

So useful ez a w'ooden leg, — except a 
w'ooden head. 

There’s nothin’ ain’t so poppylar — (wy, it’s 
a parfect sin 

To think wut Mexico hez paid fer Sant}' 
Anny’s pm ,) — 

Then I hain’t gut no pnncerples, an’, sence 
I w'uz knee-iiigli, 

I never did hev any gret, ez }ou can 
testify , 

I’m a decided peace-man, tu, an’ go agin 
the w’ar, — t 

Fer now' the holl on’t ’s gone an’ past, 
writ IS there to go for? 

Ef, w'lle you’re ’lectioneenn’ round, some 
curus chaps should beg 

To know' my view's o’ state affairs, jest 
answrer wooden leg ! 

Ef they ain’t settisBed w'lth thej;, an’ km’ 
o’ pry an’ doubt. 

An’ ax fer sutthin’ deffj'mt, jest say one 
EYE PUT out' ’ 

Thet lun’ o’ talk I guess you’ll find’ll 
answ'er to a charm. 

An’ w'en you’re druv tu^nigh the wall, 
hoi’ up my missin’ arm, 
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IVARS I BE' 


Ef they ibouW note roaod fer n pledge 
put oo a vartoous look 
An tell em thet s pcrcisely wut I nerer 
gin nor — tookl 


Then you can call mo Timb ert o ea " — 
tbet ■ wut the people likes 
Sntthin comWnln morril truth with 
phrmsm &ech ex strikes 
Some say the peoples fond o this or 
thet Of wut you please — 

1 tell ye wut the people want is jest 
correct Ideas 

OW Tlmbertoes" you eee *b a creed 
It’s safe to bs quite bold on 
There s nothin Int the other aide can 
any ways git bold on 
It^ a good tangible idee, a autthln to 
embody 

Thet Taloooble class o men who look 
thru brandy-toddy 

It gives a Pa^ ETatform tu jest level 
with the mind 

Of all right-thinldo hooest folks thet 
mean to go it ^Imd 

Theo there air other good hoorawa to 
dror on ex you need em 
Sech ex the Slaktmir, the 

BLootnr Bisdofuduu 
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“/ SPOSE YOU WOXDER 


Tlioin’s uut tnlvC'; hold o’ folks thct think, 
C7 well cr o’ the mnssts, 

An’ mikes jou s-irlin o’ the aid o’ pood 
men of all classes 


There’s one thmp I’m in doubt about, 
in order to be Prcsidunl, 

It’s absolutcl} nc’ssarj to be a Southern 
rcsidunt, 

The Constitution settles thct, an’ also thct 
1 feller 

Must own a nigger o’ some sort, jet 
black, or brown, or jcllcr 

Now I hain’t no objections agin particular 
dimes, I 

Nor igin ownin’ anythin’ (except the truth 
sometimes), 

But, ez I hain’t no capital, up there 
among je, ma) be. 

You might raise funds enough for me to 
buy a low -priced bibj. 

An’ then, to suit the No’thcrn fdks, who 
feel obleegcd to saj 

They hate an’ cuss the \ery’ thing they 
vote fer everj’^ day. 

Say you’re assured I go full butt for 
Libbaty’s diffusion. 

An’ made the purchis oiv’y jest to spite 
the Institootion, — 
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WARS / BE 


But ffoUyl there B the currier*! bosi 
upon the pevemeot patdn ! 

I’ll bo more xplldt In mv next. 

Youm 

BrKDOBKXDOV Sawin 



“ I spose you 

recollect ” ^ ^ 

A THIRD LETTER FROIt 

B SA\\IN, ESQ 

I spose you recollect thet I explained 
my gennle views 

In the last billet thet 1 wnt, ’way down 
frum Veery Cruze, 

Jest arter I’d a kind o’ ben spontanously 
sot up 

To run unannermously fer the Presidential 
cup , ^ 

O’ course it worn’t no wish o’ mine, ’tn'uz 
ferflely distressin’. 

But poppiler enthusiasm gut so almight}' 
pressin’ 

Thet, though like sixty all along I fumed 
an’ fussed an’ sorrered. 

There didn’t seem no ways to stop their 
bnngin’ on me forrerd 

Fact IS, tliey udged the matter so, I 
couldn’t help admittm’ 

The Father o’ his Country’s shoes no feet 
^bu t--mtfteJ QU^fit in. 



*/ SPOSS you JiECOLLECT 

Beside* tbe savin o the soles for a^es 
to succeed 

Sedn thet with on© wannut foot, a pelr*d 
be more n I need 

An tell ye wut them shoes'll want a 
thnod nn si^t o patchin 

Ef this ere fashion 1* to last we ve gut 
into o hatchin 

A pair o eoccnd WaahinUras for every new 
elecUon — 

Thoogii, fur ez number ones consamed 
I don't malce no objection- 


1 wux a^oin on to say tbet wen at fust 
I saw 

Tbe masses would stick to*! 1 wux the 
Couutr/s father iv-Law 

(They would ha bed it FaiJur but I told 
em H w o u ldn't da 

Cox thet wux sutthin of a sort they couldn't 
tpGt m tu, 

An Waayntoo bed bed tbe thing laid 
fairly to bb door 

Nor darsoH say ‘twom't his n much ex 
silty year afore ) 

But 'tain't no matter ex to thet wen I 
wux nomemated, 

’Twom't natur«but wut I should feel 
conaldable elated 
67 
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“/ SPOSE YOU RECOLLECT' 


An’ ^\IIc the hooraw o’ the thing wuz 
kind o’ noo an’ fresh, 

I thought our ticket would ha’ caird the 
country' with a resh 

Sence I’ve come hum, though, an’ looked 
round, I think I seem to find 
Strong argimunts ez thick ez fleas to make 
me change my mind. 

It’s clear to any one whose brain ain’t 
fur gone in a phthisis, 

Thet hail Columby’s happy land is goin’ 
thru a crisis, 

An’ ’twouldn’t noways du to hev the 
people’s mind distracted 
By bein’ all to once by sev’ral pop’lar 
names attackted, 

’Tw'ould save holl haycartloads o’ fuss 
an’ three four months o’ jaw', 

Ef some illustrous paytnot should back 
out an’ withdraw, 

So, ez I ain’t a crooked stick, jest like — 
like ole (I swow, ^ 

I dunno ez I know his name) — I’ll go 
back to my plough 

Wenever an Amenkin distinguished poli- 
tishin 

Begins to tiy et wut othey call definin’ 
his posishin, 
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‘ / SPOSJS, you RECOLLECT' 


Wal 1 fer one fetl sure he ain t grxt 
nothin to define 

It's so nine cases out o ten, but jest that 
tenth Is mme 

An *tain t no moren U proper n nght m 
•ecfa a dtooatloQ 

To lihrt the coorso you tbmldi bo the 
saTln o the oaUoo 

To funic fight out o pTit caJ rtrifo ain't 
thought to bo tbo thing 

Without you deacon off the toon you 
want your folks should sing 

So I ednse the noocnrous friends thet* 
In one boat with me 

To jest up kPlodc. jam right down their 
bellum hard a«lce, 

Haul tbo sheets taut, an layin out upon 
tbo Suthun 

Make far the safest port they can, wich 
I tHnk, la Ole Zmzlt. 


Kext thing friall want to know I spose 
wut argimunts I seem 
To see thet make* me think this ereHl 
be the strongest team 
Fust place, 1 re been consknilo round In 
bar-roorai an saJooos 
Agetberin pubhc ssntlmeot, *inongst [>em 
mercrmts aad Coons, 

69 



“/ SPOSE YOU RECOLLECT" 


An’ ’lam’t ve’y offen thet I meet a chap 
but wut goes in 

Fer Rough an’ Ready, fair an’ square, 
hufs, taller, horns, an’ skin, 

I don’t deny but wut, fer one, ez fur ez 
I could see, 

I didn’t like at fust the Pheladelphy no- 
memee 

I could ha’ pinted to a man tliet wuz, 
I guess, a peg 

Higher than him, — a soger, tu, an’ with 
a wooden leg, 

But every day with more an’ more o’ 
Taylor zeal I’m burmn’. 

Seem’ wich way the tide thet sets to office 
is aturnin’, ‘ 

Wy, into Bellers’s we notched tlie votes 
down on three sticks, — 

’Twuz Birdofredum one, Cass might, an’ 
Taylor iiventystx, 

An’ bein’ the on’y canderdate thet wuz 
upon tlie ground. 

They said ’twuz no more’n nght thet I 
should pay the dnnks all round, 

Ef I’d expected sech a tnck, I wouldn’t 
ha’ cut my foot 

By goin’ an’ votin’ fer myself like a con- 
sumed coot. 

It didn’t make no difPfence, though, I 
wish I may be cust 
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Ef wtizn*t bUiu eoough to wy ho 

wouldn’t trust 1 


Another pint thet Influences the minds o 
#ober jodges 

la thet the Gm'rml hexn*t gut tied h&nd 
%i\ foot with pledges 

He betn’t told ve wut he Is, an so there 
am t no knowln 

But wut he may turn out to be the best 
there is agoin 

This, at the on y spot thet pinched the 
shoe directly eases 

Cctt eeery one Is free to ‘ipect perdsely 
wut he pleases 

I want free-trade you don t the Gin ral 
isn^ bcand to tMdther — 

I Tote my way you youm an both au- 
sooted to a T there. 

Ole Rough an Ready tu s a \Vlg but 
without bem ultry 

He s nke a holsotne havm day thet s 
warm but Isn t sultry 

He s jest wut 1 should mysell a kin 
o tcratck ez t ware 

Thet sin’t exady all a wig nor wholly your 
own hair 

1 Te been a Wi^ three weeks myself }est 
Q this mod rate sort 
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An’ don’t find them an’ Dcmmercrats so 
different e7 I thought, 

They both act pooty much alike, an’ push 
an’ scrougc an’ cus, 

They’re like two pickpockets in league 
fer Uncle Saim\ ell’s pus, 

Each takes a side, an’ then they squeeze 
the ole man in between ’em. 

Turn all his pockets wrong side out an’ 
quick ez hghtnin’ clean ’em. 

To nar}' one on ’em I’d trust a secon’- 
handed rail 

No furder off ’an I could sling a bullock 
by the tad 


( 

Webster sot matters right in thet air 
Mashfiel’ speech o’ his’n, — 

“Taylor,” sez he, “ain’t narj’ ways the 
one thet I’d a chizzen. 

Nor he ain’t fittin’ fer the place, an’ like 
ez not he ain’t 

No more’n a tough ole bullethead, an’ no 
gret of a saint, ^ 

But then,” sez he, “obsar\'e my pint, he’s 
jest ez good to vote fer 
Ez though the greasin’ on him worn’t a 
thing to hire Choate fer. 

Ain’t it ez easy done to drop a ballot in 
a box 
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Fer ooe a *U« for Fother fer the bull 
dog cx the fo*?** 

It takes a odjul fiko Donnel's feet ex 
big ex all ou doors 

To find oat thet It looks like rain arter 
it fiurlv pours 

I gree with him. It ain’t so dreffle trouble 
some to vote 

Fer Taylor arter all — it’s jest to go an 
change your coat 

Wen hes oace greased youH swnller him 
an Dever know on*i scurce 
Unless bo scratches goln down with 
them ere Gtnrals spurs. 

I*TO ben a s-otln Demmercmt ex reglar 
ex a clock, 

But don’t find goio Taylor gives my 
H oarres no gret T a shock 
Truth Is, the cutest leadin Wigs, ever 
seoce fust they found 
Wich ride the brwui gut buttered on her 
kep a edgln round 

They lay o sUpt the planks frum out th 
ole platform one by one 
An made It gredooally noo fore folks 
know’d wut wuz done, 

Till furr’ I know there ain t an Inch 
thet I could lay my ban on 
Bat I or anji Demmcraat, feels comP 
Pble to Stan on 
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\ii’ olo Wip^ doctrine- .ict’II\ look, (Ik ir 
occ’p.ints btin' 

Lont'^omc 07 stnddlts on i inash uitliout 
no In\nck'; on 


1 spost it’s time non I should ijUf iin 
thoughts upon the pi in, 

riict chipped the shell at BufTiIo, o’ scttin’ 
up ole \’nn 

1 used to \olc for Martin, but, I swan, 
I’m cic in disgusted,— 

He ain’t the man thet 1 can saj is liltin’ 
to be trusted , 

lie ain’t half antislai’r} ’nough, nor 1 ain’t 
sure, ez some be, 

He’d go in fer abolishin’ the DcostricU 
o’ Columb} , 

An’, now I come to recollec’, it kin’ o’ 
malces me sick’'' 

A horse, to think o’ w ut he w u? in eighteen 
thirt 3 -si\ 

An’ then, another thing, — I guess, though 
mebbj I am wrong, 

This Buft’lo plaster ain’t agom’ to dror 
almight) strong, 

Some folks, I know', hev gut th’ idee thet 
No’thun dough’ll rise. 

Though, Tore I see it nz ^an’ baked, I 
wouldn’t trust my ejes. 



/ sposs yoir recollect^ 


tnke mere eroptlns a loT\g chalU 
than thU noo porty’a gut 

To give Bttfa twavy caikxs e 2 lb«n n start 
I tell j-e wut 

Bat even of thoy caird tb« day there 
■wouldn't t* no endunn 

To fttin upon a platform with seefa enttere 
to. Van Buren — 

An his son John, tu I can't think hcsa 
tbet ore chap should dare 

To speak e* ha wy they *aj he used 
to cuts an wear I 

I tpo« he never read the hjrnn ihct tolls 
berw down th© ttairt 

A feUer with long legs w\u Ihrowrd thet 
wouldn't *ay his prayers. 

This faringi me to nnotber pint th© leaden 
o the party 

Ain t Jest ««h men ez 1 can net nlong 
with free an hearty 

TTtey am t not quit© tespectnblc an wen 
a feller’s morriU 

Don t^toe the str^ghtest kin o mark, wy 
him an me Jest quarrUs. 

I went to a Preo S<^ roeetin once an 
wot d'ye Udnk I see’ 

A feller was aspoutia there thet aotlly 
cotne to me> 

About two feftr ago last spring « nigh 
ei 1 can jedge 
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\ti’ .i\ccl me if I didn’t to sign tin 

1 cmprunce pledge • 
one o’ them (hel gois .iboiit .m’ 
<:C7 jou hedn’t ough’ ter 
Drink nothin’, mornin’, noon, or night, 
stronger ’an Taunton v. iter 
Tliore’s one rule r\e bin guided b), m 
settlin’ hou to \ote oilers 
1 t.ike the side thet took b\ them 

consarned teetotallers 


Ez for the niggers, I’ec ben South, an’ 
thet he/ changed m> min’, 

A lazier, more ongrateful set )ou couldn’t 
nouors fin’ 

You know I mentioned in mj last thet I 
should buj a nigger, 

Ef 1 could make a purchase at a poot\ 
mod’ratc figger. 

So, cz there’s nothin’ in the world I’m 
fonder of ’an gunnin’, 

I closed a bargain finall) to take a (oiler 
runnin’ 

I shou’dered queen’s-arm an’ stumped out, 
an’ w'cn I come t’ th’ swamp, 
’Tw'^orn’t ver} long afore I gut upon the 
nest o’ Pomp, 

I come acrost a km’ o’ hut, ijn’, plajin’ 
round the door, 
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Some nttle wooUy-he»d«i cub* ei many z 
six or more 

At fust I thought o firm but tkxnh tance 
Is safest otlen 

There aln t, thinks 1 not one on em 
but*! srath his Iwentj dollar! 

Or mnild be, ef I hed em bock Into a 
Cbnstian land — 

How tempho all oo em would look upon 
an auctloo-ftand I 

(Not but ttiit / hate slavery In th abstract 
stem to stam — 

I leave It ware our fiahers did a pri\it 
State coQsam.) 

Soon's they see me they yelled an run 
but Pomp Witz out ob^n 

A leetle patch o com bo bed, tx tise there 
ain't no knowln 

Ho wouldn't ba took a pop at me; but 
I bed gut the start. 

An wen he looked 1 vow ho groaned cz 
though hcd broke his heart 

He d^ne It like a wlte man to ex natral 
ez a plctur 

The Impduot plshious hyp ocrite 1 wui an 
a bcr\ constnctur 

"Vou can't gum I tell ye now an 
90 you needn t try 

I 'ipect mji eye-teeth every maD eo jest 
sbet up ** sez I 
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“Don't go to actiip’ uglj now, or else I’ll 
let her strip, ^ 

You’d best draw' jkindlj, seem’ V how 
I’ve gut ye on the hip. 

Besides, }OU darned ole fool, it ain’t no 
gret of a disaster 

To be benev’lentl} druv back to a con- 
tented master. 

Ware you hed Christian priv’ledges jou 
don’t seem quite aware on. 

Or you’d ha’ never run away from bein’ 
w'cll took care on, 

Ez fer km’ treatment, w'j’, he w uz so fond 
on ye, he said 

He’d give a fifty spot nght out, to git 
ye, ’live or dead, 

Wite folks ain’t sot by half ez much , 
’member I run aw’ay. 

Wen I w'uz bound to Cap’n Jakes, to 
Mattysqumscot Bay, 

Don’ Itnow him, likely? Spose not, wal, 
the mean ole codger went 

An’ offered — wut reward, think’ ^Val, it 
w'om’t no /m’n a cent ” 


Wal, I jest gut ’em into line, an’ druv 
’em on afore me. 

The pis’nous brutes, I’d ne idee o’ the 
ill-will tliey bore me, 
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We walked till »om er» about noon an 
then it grew so hot 

I thought It best to cwmp awlle so I 
chose out a spot 

Jest under a tnagnoly tree an there right 
down I sot 

Then I tmitrapped my wooden leg cc* it 
began to chafe 

An laid it down nong dde o me, supposin 
an wuz safe 

I tnade my darkies all set down around 
me In a ring 

An sot an km o ciphered up bow much 
the lot would hnog 

Btzt, wile I dnnked the peaceful cup of a 
pure heart an mind 

(Mixed with some wiskey now an then) 
Pomp he snaked up behln 

An cr eepm gradlly dose tn cz quiet ex 
a mink, 

Jest grabbed my leg an then pulled foot 
qolcker’n you could wink. 

An gome to look, they each on em hed 
gut behin a tree 

An Pomp poked out the leg a piece jest 
so ei I could see 

An jtlled to me to throw away my pistHs 
an my gun. 

Or else th*t they’d calr o£F the leg an 
fiurly cut an run. 
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I \ow I didn’t b’heve there wuz a decent 
alligatur 

Thet hed a heart so destitoot o’ common 
human natur, 

However, ez there worn’t no help, I finalU 
give in, 

An’ heft my arms away to git my leg safe 
back agin 

Pomp gethered all the weapins up, an’ 
then he come an’ grinned, 

He showed his ivory some, I guess, an’ 
sez, “You’re fairly pinned. 

Jest buckle on your leg agin, an’ git right 
up an’ come, 

•rwun’t du fer fammerly men like me to 
be so long frum hum ” 

At fust I put my foot nght down an’ 
swore I wouldn’t budge 

"Jest ez you choose,” sez he, quite cool, 
“either be shot or trudge ” 

So this black-hearted monster look an’ 
act’lly druv me back 

Along the very feetmarks o’ myr happ) 
momin’ track, 

An’ kep’ me pns’ner ’bout six months, an’ 
worked me, tu, like sm. 

Till I hed gut lus com an’ his Carlin)^ 
taters in. 

He made me lam him readin’? tu (although 
the entter saw 
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How much It»hut my monil seme to act 
agm the law) 

Soft be could read a Bible bed gut 
an axed ef I could pint 
The North Star out but there I put hb 
noce some out o jiot, 

Fer I weeJed rouo about souVeef an 
lootdn up a bit 

Pkked out a mlddltn shiny ooe an tole 
him tbet vruz lU 

F^n^lJ be took mo to tbe door , an 
^vin me a kick, 

Sez, Ef you know wut s beat for ye be 
off now double-quick 
The wintertime 8 a comm on an though 
I gut ^ d>eap 

You re *0 darned lary 1 don’t think you re 
hardly wuth your keep 
Besides, the chlldno’s growin up an 
you ain’t Jest the model 
I d like to hev em Immertate, an so you d 
better toddle!" 


Now Is there anythin on alrthll erer 
prove to me 

Thet renegader slaves lil« him air fit fer 
beln free? 

D’you think they’ll sudc me in to Jine 
tbe Bufflo chaps an them 
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Rank infidels thet go agm the Scriptur’l 
cus o’ Shem^ 

Not by a jugful!' Sooncr’n thet, I’d go 
thru fire an’ water, 

Wen I hev once made up mj mind, a 
meet’nhus ain’t setter, 

No, not though all the crons thet /lies to 
pick my bones nur canin’, — 

I guess we’re in a Christian land 
Yourn, 

Birdofredum Sawin 



The Courtin 


God Kch olghu, aH white an stiQ 

Fur** you can Jook or lUten 
MooothiiM an snow oo field an biU^ 

AH aUence an aJI gUaten, 

Zekle crep up quite imbeknown 
An peeked in thru the wioder 
An there sot Huldy all aJooe 
Ith DO ooQ olgh to beoder 

A fireplace filled the room a one skle 
With half a cord o wood m— 

There wam't ao stovee (tell comfort died) 
To bake ye to a puddin 

The wa out logs ahot aparkJea out 
Towards the pootieet, blase her 
An leetle fiamea danced all about 
The chiny on the dr easer 

Agin the chirabley crook-necfca hung 
An Id nnioqgat em mated 
The ole queen a-arm thet gran’tber ^ oung 
Fetched back f oin Concord buited, 
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The \cry room, coz she was in, 

Seemed warm from floor to ceilin’, 

An’ she looked full ez rosj agin 
Ez the apples she was peelin’ 

’Tw’as km’ o’ kingdom-come to look 
On sech a blessed cretur, 

A dogrose blushin’ to a brook 
Ain’t modester nor sw-eeter 

He was si\ foot o’ man, Ai, 

Clear gnt an’ human natur’, 

None couldn’t quicker pitch a ton 
Nor dror a furrer straighter 

He’d sparked it with full twenlj gals, 
Hed squired ’em, danced ’em, druv ’em, 
Fust this one, an’ then thet, by spells — 
All IS, he couldn’t love ’em 

But long o’ her his veins ’ould run 
All crinkly like curled maple, 

The side she breshed felt full o’ sun 
Ez a south slope m Ap’il 

She thought no v’lce hed sech a swung 
Ez hisn in the choir. 

My I w'hen he made Ole Hunderd ring, 
She hicnved tlie Lord w'as nigher 
84 



THE COURTIN' 


An ihed blush acarllt right m prayer 
When her new meetin Jjunoet 
Felt lomehow thru Its crtJwn a pair 
O blue eye« sot upon iL 

Tbet night, I tell ye, she looked tomtl 
She seemed to\‘e got o new soul 
For the felt sartln^cure be d come 
Down to her very shoe-sole. 

She hoered a foot, an knowed h tu 
A<afpiQ OQ the •oraper — 

All ways to once her feebns Bev 
TJkw sparks in bumt-up paper 

He Ida o 1 itered on the mat. 

Some doubtSe o the sekle, 

His heart kep goln pity-pat. 

But hem went pity Z^e- 

An yit she gin her cheer a jerk 
Ei though the wished him furder 
An ot^ber apples kep to work, 

Parin away like murder 

You want to see my Pa, I I’pose?” 
Wal no I come daslgo- 

In " — 

To see Ma? Sbes sprinklm does 
Agin tivmcKTar s rnin.” 
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To say why gfals acts so or so. 

Or don’t, ’ould be presumin’, 

Mebby to mean yes an’ say no 
Comes nateral to women 

He stood a spell on one foot fust, 

Then stood a spell on t’otlier, 

An’ on which one he felt the wust 
He couldn’t ha’ told j'e nulher 

Says he, “I’d better call agin,” 

Says she, “Think likely. Mister ” 

Thet last word pncked him like a pm, 
An’ . Wal, he up an’ kist her 

When Ma bimeby upon ’em slips, 

Huldy sot pale ez ashes. 

All km’ o’ smily roun’ the lips 
An’ teary roun’ the lashes 

For she was jes’ the quiet kind 
Whose naturs never vary. 

Like streams that keep a summef mind 
Snowhid in Jenooary 

The blood dost roun’ her heart felt glued 
Too tight for all expressm’. 

Tell mother see how metter^ stood. 

An’ gin ’em both her blessin’ 
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Then her red come back like the tide 
Down to the Bay o Fundy 
An all I know !■ they wa* cned 
In meedn come oex Sunday 



“It’s some con- 

sid’ble of a spell” ^ 

BIhDOFREDUM SAW IN, ESQ, 

TO MR. HOSEA BIGLOW 

It’s some consid’ble of a spell sence I 
hain’t writ no letters, 

An’ ther’ ’s gret changes hez took place in 
all polit’cle matters 

Some canderdates air dead an’ gone, an’ 
some hez ben defeated, 

Which ’mounts to pooty much the same, 
fer it’s ben proved repeated 
A batch o’ bread that hain’t riz once ain’t 
gom’ to rise agin, 

An’ it’s jest money throwed away to put 
the emptins in 

But that’s wut folks wun’t never larn, 
they dunno how to go. 

Alter you want tlieir room, no ^more’n a 
bullet-headed beau, 

Ther* ’s oilers chaps a-hangin’ roun’, thet 
can’t see pea-time’s past, 

Mis’ble as roosters in a rain, heads down 
an’ tails half-mast 

It ain’t disgraceful bein’ beat, when a holl 
nation doos it. 
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But Chance I5 like on a0\benll, — It don't 
Uke twice to lose it 

1 tpote you re Ido o cur’ous, now to 
know why I haln t wnt 

Wal I've ben where a fitt 17 ta*te don t 
•omehow seetn to git 

Th eocoumgemeot a feiler’d think, theta 
used to public schools 

An where se^ things ex paper n Ink air 
clean agin the roles 

A kind o vTcymrsy bouse, built dreSe 
strong an stoat 

So s t honest people can't git in n«r 
t other sort git out 

An with the winders so contmed, youd 
probly nke the view 

Better al^ldo Itf than out though it 
seems singTar tu 

But then the landlord sets by >e enn t 
bear ye out o right. 

And locks ye up e^reg^ar ez an outside 
do<jr at night. 

This world Is nwfle contrary the rope 
maj stretch your neck 

Thct mebby k^ another cliap frum 
washm off a wreck 

An >*00 wHUsee the taters grow In one 
poor fellers patch 
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So small no self-respectin’ hen thet vallied 
time ’ould scratch, 

So small the rot can’t find ’em out, an’ 
then agin, nex’ door, 

Ez big ez wut hogs dream on when they’re 
’most too fat to snore 
But groutin’ ain’t no kin’ o’ use, an’ ef 
tlie fust tlirow fails. 

Why, up an’ try agin, thet’s all, — the 
coppers ain’t all tails, 

Though I hev seen ’em when I thought 
they hedn’t no more head 
Than’d sarve a nussm’ Bngadier thet gits 
some ink to shed 


When I writ last, I’d ben turned loose 
by thet blamed nigger, Pomp, 
Ferlorner than a musquash, ef you’d took 
an’ dreened his sw'amp 
But I ain’t o’ the meechin’ kind, thet sets 
an’ thinks fer weeks 

The bottom’s out o’ ttie univarse coz their 
own gillpot leaks * 

I hed to cross bayous an’ cnks, (wal, it 
did beat all natur’,) 

Upon a km’ o’ corderoy, fust log, then 
alligator, 

Luck’ly the critters W'am’t^ sharp-sot, I 
guess ’twuz overruled 
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Thoy^d done thdr momln a morltttm an 
gUt their hunger cooled 

Fer itus»lonane» to the Creeto an run 
avays ore viewed 

By tbera an folk* ex aent expre*» to be 
thftir reglur food 

Wutever twui they Uud an soooied ex 
peacefully ex rinnera. 

Meek ez diageedn deacoi)* be at ordl- 
tuUion (Unner* 

Ef any on etp turned an mapped I let 
efn lun o taate 

My live oak leg an »o ye «e ther* 
wam't no gret o waate 

Per they found out m quicker ttae than 
ef they d ben to college 

TVanx‘t hoartlrr food than thongh tryux 
made out o the tree o knowledge^ 

But / tell yoi my other leg bed lamed 
wut puoTv-netUe meant 

An rarous other aiaeOa thlnga, afhre I 
reached a eatUemeot 

An aSl o me thet wu»n*t k*t an eendla 
pncIlM thru me 

Wux je»t the leg 1 parted with In llckin 
Mootexxim> 

A uaefle limb it a ben to me, an more 
of a aupport 

Thao vot tb%^ other hex ben —cox I dror 
my peoAon fort. 
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Wnl, I gut in at last where folks \\uz 
civerlized an’ white, 

Ez I diskuered to my cost afore ’twarn’t 
hardly night, 

Fer’z I wuz settin’ in the bar atakin’ 
sunthin’ hot. 

An’ feehn’ like a man agin, all over in 
one spot, 

A feller thet sot oppersite, arter a squint 
at me, 

Lep’ up an’ drawed his peacemaker, an’, 
“ Dash it. Sir,” sez he, 

“ I’m doubledashed ef you ain’t him thet 
stole my yaller chettle 
(You’re all the stranger thet’s around), so 
now you’ve gut to settle. 

It ain’t no use to argerfy ner trj' to cut 
up frisky, 

I know ye ez I know the smell o’ ole 
chain-hghtnm’ wdiiskj , 

We’re lor-abidm’ folks down here, we’ll 
fix ye so’s’t a bar 

Wouldn’ tech ye with a ten -foot pole 
(Jedge, you just warm the lar). 

You’ll think you’d better ha’ gpit among 
a tribe o’ Mongrel Tartars, 

’Fore we’ve done showin’ how' we raise 
our Southun prize tar-martyrs, 

A moultin’ fallen cherubiip, ef he should 
see ye, ’d snicker, 
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OF A SPELL'' 

Thlnldn he warn t a *uckein*tance Come 
genlemun lo a liquor 

An Glnral when yoaVe mixed the drinkj 
an chalked em up tote roun 

An tee ef ther’i a feather bed (thets 
borryahle) In town. 

We’ll try ye fair ole Gmfted Leg an ef 
the tar wun*t ttlck, 

Th ain’t not a juror here but wutll quit 
ye double-qaick.” 

To cut It thort I won’t say sweet they 
gi me a good dip 

(They ain’t perfeam BohptrsU here) then 
give the W a rip — 

The juiyd sot on quklarVi a flash they 
betted me out, a livm 

Extemp ry mammoth turkey chick fer a 
Foejee Thanksglvtn 


Thet I felt tome stude up is wut It s 
natral to suppose, 

\Vhen pqppylar enthuaiasm hed fanmshed 
me tech do os 

(Ner Hain’t without edvantlgea, this kin 
o suit, ye see 

It s water proof an water’s wut I like 
kep out o me) 

But nut coolent with thet they took 
a kerridge frorn the fence 
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An’ ncl mo roun’ to see the place, 
cnlirelj free ’f c\pense, 

With fortj-’Ie\en new kincs o’ sarse with- 
out no charge acquainted me, 

Gi’ me three cheers, an’ \o\vcd thet I wuz 
all their fahney painted me, 

They treated me to all Iheir eggs (the> 
keep ’em, I should think, 

Fer sech ovations, pooty long, for thej 
w U7 mos’ distinc’) , 

The} starred me thick’z the Milky-Wa} 
with indiscrim’nit client}, 

Fer wut we call reception eggs air sun- 
thin’ of a renty. 

Green ones is plentifle anough, skurce 
wuth a nigger’s gethenn’, 

But your dead-ripe ones ranges high fer 
treatin’ Nolhun bretherm, 

A spotteder, nngstreakeder child the’ 
wam’t in Uncle Sam’s 
Holl farm — a cross of strip6d pig an’ 
one o’ Jacob’s lambs, 

’Twmz Dannil in the lions’ den, 'new' an’ 
enlarged edition. 

An’ e\er}dhin’ fust-rate o’ ’ts kind, the’ 
w'arn’t no impersition 
People’s impulsiver down here than wmt 
our folks to home be. 

An’ km’ o’ go it ’ith a resh in raisin’ 
Hail Columby 
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Thtt 8 to an. ihzj «wann«d out Ukn bees 
for your real Souttun men s 

Time tsn t o much more account than an 
ole settln hen a 

(They Je*t worh »«nioccashnally or eljw 
don t work at all 

An 80 their time eo heotion both air et 
sad tj** call). 

Talk about hospitality 1 wut Nothon town 
d ye know 

Would take a toUe rtfanger up an treat 
him gratii •oi* 

You d better bHier* ther’a nothin like thts 
tpeadin day« an nights 

Along 'Ith a dependent race fer arediiJn 
whites. 


But this wuz all prelun nary it b *o Gran 
Jurors here 

Flo rt true bill a bencher way than oum 
nn nut »o dear 

So arte* this they seotenced me, to make 
all tight *n aoug 

Afore a regTar court o law to ten iT«n 
Id the Jpg 

I didn't make no great defence you don't 
feel much Itke speoldn 

^Vheo ef yo?l let your damsbens gape 
a quart o tar will leak in 
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I Jiev hearn tell o’ wing&d words, but 
pint o’ fact it tethers 
The spoutin’ gift to hev your words /u 
thick sot on with feathers, 

All’ Choate ner Webster wouldn’t lia’ 
made an Ai km’ o’ speech 
Astride a Southun chestnut horse sharper’n 
a baby’s screech 


Two year ago they ketched the thief, ’n’ 
seem’ I wuz mnercent, 

They jest uncorked an’ le’ me run, an’ m 
my stid the sinner sent 
To see how he liked pork ’n’ pone 
flavoured with wa’nut saplm’, 

An’ nary social pnv’ledge but a one-hoss, 
starn -wheel chaplm 

When I come out, the folks behaved mos’ 
gen’manly an’ harnsome. 

They ’lowed it wouldn’t be more’n right, 
ef I should cuss ’n’ darn some 
The Cunnle he apolergized , sez he, “ I’ll 
du wut’s nght, ' 

I’ll give ye settisfection now by shootm’ 
ye at sight. 

An’ give the nigger (when he’s caught), 
to pay him fer his tnckm’ 

In gittm’ the wrong mat\. took up, a 
most H fired lickin’, — 
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OF A SPELT' 

It $ tho ■way tclth all on em the 
{ciccti»i*tent critteri 

They^re mott enough to make a man 
bla»phcme hi» momln bitter* 
m bo your inen Oiru thick an thin an 
In aU lone* o weather* 

An all you*ll hev to pay fer** ;e»t the 
waste 0 tar a^ fcatb^ 

A lady owned the bed« ye tee, a wldder 
tu Mist Sbenooa 

It wui her mite wo would ha took 
another ef ther*d ben one 
We don't cnakc no charge for the rido 
an all the other Gxina. 

L« ■ liquor Gin ral, you can chalk our 
fnend for all the mirina" 

A meetut then wuz cnlledL, ■where th^ 
RrsoLVTO Thet we respec 
B S Es<tulre for quallertJee o heart an 
inteUe^ 

Peculiar to Columby** tBe, an not to no 
one else*, 

Thet rnaJjc* Enrdpean tyran* ecrioge in 
all their gQded price*. 

An doo» gret howair to our race an 
Southun mftltooUoo* ” 

(1 give ye jest the »ut«tance o the leadln 
resol CK^oft*) 

R»sol\’kd Thet wo r e%eT B m him a 
aoger thoijt a flor 
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\ mart3r to the* pnncerplcs o’ hbbatj 
an’ lor 

RnsoL\ED, Thet other nations all, ef sot 
’longsidc o’ us, 

For vartoo, lamin’, chi\"icrlr}, ain’t nowajs 
wuth a cuss ” 

The)' gfut up a subscription, tu, but no 
grot come o’ thef , 

1 ’\pect in cainn’ of it roun’ fhev took 
a leak) hat, 

Though Soulhun gcnclmcn ain’t slow at 
puttin’ do\\ n their name 
(When they can write), fer in the eend 
It comes to jes’ the same, 

Because, )e see, ’t ’s the fashion here to 
sign an' not to think 
A entter’d be so sordid ez to ax ’em for 
the chink 

I didn’t call but jest on one, an’ he 
drawed toothpick on me, 

An’ reckoned he w'am’t goin’ to stan’ no 
sech doggauned ccon’m) , 

So nothin’ more w'uz realized, ’q^jptm’ tlie 
goodw'ill show'n. 

Than ef’t had ben from fust to last a 
reg’lar Cotton Loan 

It’s a good way, though, come to think, 
coz je enjy the sense 
O' lendin’ lib’rally to tlie tord, an’ nary 
red o’ ’xpense 
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OF A SPELL 


Sence then IVa got my name up for 
a glaVouj-hearted mao 

By jes Bubscribm right aa left on this 
hlgb^loded plan 

I ve gin away my thousnna so to every 
Southon sort 

O missions coUegea an sech, ner aln^ 
no poorer foriL 


I w*m*t so bad ofi arter aH I needn’t 
hardly meobon 

That GuVment owed roe quite a pile for 
my arrears o peosioo — 

I mean the poor weak thing we ktd 
we run a new one now 
Tbet strings a feller with a claim up tu 
the nlghest bough 

An prtctua the rights o man purtects 
downtrodden debtor®, 

Ner wun t hev creditors about ascrmigln 
o their betters 

JefTa got the last Idees ther* Is pos crl p 
foiirdrenth edition 

He knows it take* some enterprise to run 
on opperritioQ 

Oum 8 the fust thru by daybght train 
with nil ou door* for deepot 
\oum goes 40 slow youd think twu2 
drawed by a las centVy teapot — 
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Wal, I gut all on’t paid in gold afore 
our State seceded, 

An’ done wal, for Confed’rit bonds warn’t 
jest the cheese I needed 
Nut but wut they’re ez good ez gold, but 
then it’s hard a-breakm’ on ’em, 

An’ Ignorant folks is oilers sot an’ wun’t 
git used to takin’ on ’em, 

They’re wuth ez much ez wut they wuz 
afore old Mem’nger signed ’em, 

An’ go off middlin’ wal for drinks, when 
ther’s a knife behind ’em , 

We du miss silver, jes’ fer tliet an’ ndin’ 
m a bus. 

Now we’ve shook off the desputs thet 
wuz suckin’ at our pus , 

An’ It’s becaitse the South’s so nch, ’twuz 
nat’ral to expec’ 

Supplies o’ change wniz jes’ the things 
we shouldn’t recollec’. 

We’d ough’ to ha’ thought aforehan’, 
though, o’ thet good rule o’ Crockett’s, 
For ’t ’s tiresome cainn’ cotton -bales an’ 
niggers in your pockets, 

Ner ’tain’t quite bendy to pass off one 
o’ your six-foot Guineas 
An’ git your halves an’ quarters back in 
gals an’ pickaninnies 
Wal, ’tain’t quite all a foller’d ax, but 
then ther’s this to say, 
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OF A SPELL 


Its ony je*t amoop ouraelvn thet we 
exp^ to pay 

Our tystem woukl ha coinl us thru m 
any Bible ceotVy 

Fore this cnacnpt^ plan coma up o 
books by double eot^y 

We fo the patrlarkle here out o all s%ht 
an bearln 

For Jacob wam’t a suckemataoce to JeS 
at Qaanderln 

He nevcr’d thought o borryln from Esau 
Hke all nater 

An then oomhacntm all debts to srch a 
rtnali pertater 

There I pTltrckle econniy oow combmed 
tth domi beauty 

Tbet saycrifioee prim eeods (your in a, 
tu) to dooty I 

\\y JefTHi ha gio him 6\'e an won hi$ 
ej^e-teeth fore ho knoa'ed lu 

An tttd o wastin pottage hed hn eat 
it up an owed IL 

« 

But I wuz goin on to say how 1 come 
here to dwall — 

Nough saW thet niter lookin roun 
I liked the^ace so wnl 

Where niggers does a double good witli 
us atop to ttidd> cm 
xot 
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By bein’ proofs o’ prophecy an’ suckleatin’ 
medium, 

Where a man’s sunthin’ cos he’s while, 
an’ whisky’s cheap cz fleas. 

An’ the financial pollerc} jes’ sooted my 
idees, 

Thet I friz down right where I w'uz, 
merned the Widder Shennon 
(Her thirds wuz part in cotton land, part 
in tlie curse o’ Canaan), 

An’ here I be ez lively ez a chipmunk 
on a w'all. 

With nothin’ to feel riled about much 
later’n Eddam’s fall 


Ez fur ez human foresight goes, w'e made 
an even trade 

She gut an overseer, an’ I a fem’ly ready- 
made 

(The youngest on ’em’s ’mos’ growed up), 
rugged an’ spry ez wuazles, 

So’s ther’s no resk o’ doctor^’ bills fer 
hoopm’-cough an’ measles 
Our farm’s at Turkey- Buzzard Roost, 
Little Big Boosy River, 

Wal located in all respex, — fer ’tain’t tlie 
chills ’n’ fever 

Thet makes my writin’ seem to squirm, 
a Southuner’d allow I’d 
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Some call to thake, for IVe jest hed to 
meller a new cowhide. 

Miss S u all f a l&dy th am t no 
better on Biff Boosy 

Ner one with more acamipllshcnuntfl 
twixt here an Tuscaloosy 

She a an F F the taHeat kiod^ on 
prouder'n the Gnm Turk 

An never hed a relative thet done a 
stroke o work 

Hem ain’t a scnmpio femly sech ex ^yttu 
git up Down East 

Th ain’t a growed member on t but 
owes his thoufuna et the least 

She u some old but then agin ther t 
drawbacks in my sbe^r 

Wuts left o me eln t moren enough to 
TTinlrw a Brigadier 

Wost is, thet she hex tantrums she s Hke 
Seth Mood) s gun 

(Him thet wux alctauinied frum his limp 
Ole Dot an Kerry One) 

Hed left her loaded up a spell an bed 
to ^t her clear 

So he onhlt died,— Jeenualem 1 the middle 
o lost vear 

Wui right OCX door compared to where 
she kicked the crittur tu 

(Though where he brought up wus 
wut no human never knew) 
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His brother Asaph picked her up an’ tied 
her to a tree, 

An’ then she kicked an hour ’n’ a half 
afore she’d let it be 

Wal, Miss S doos hev cuttins-up an’ 
pourms-out o’ vials, 

But then she hez her widder’s thirds, 
an’ all on uz hez tnals 

My objec’, though, in writin’ now wam’t 
to allude to sech, 

But to another suckemstance more delly- 
kit to tech, — 

I want thet you should grad’lly break m3 
mernage to Jerushy, 

An’ there’s a heap of arg3'munts thet’s 
emple to indooce )'e 

Fust place, State’s Prison, — wal, it’s true 
it warn’t fer crime, o’ course. 

But then it’s jest the same fer her m 
gittin’ a disvorce, 

Nex’ place, mj' State’s secedin’ out hez 
leg’lly lef’ me free 

To merry any one I please, pervidin’ it’s 
a she, ' 

Fin’lly, I never wun’t come back, she 
needn’t hev no fear on’t. 

But then it’s wal to fix things right fer 
fear Miss S should hear on ’t , 

Lastly, I’ve gut religion Soutf-, an’ Rushy 
she’s a pagan 
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OF A SPFLL'^ 

Thet teU by Ih grattn imipw o the 
grtt Ntrthun D:^an 
1 hftint wen one ta »is munv« for 
*tnce oor Treashry t.oan 

Thoagh ynHer bo)i U thick anough eagle* 
ha land o flotro) 

An ef J want* a ttrongcr pnt than llvetn 
thet t bev ftated 

V7j tbe* an altun In my now an I vc 
ben ccrn&scnlcd — 

For »eoco we \t cntcird on ih c*Uilc o 
the lete naythnul englt^ 

She ham*t no Ido o right bvl Jc« wut I 
allow « leglc 

Wot Sec^n mean cf tain t tliH 
natnil ngbt* htt lit *0 

Tbet wot li mine * my own Wv a oi * 
another man • ain't him? 


Betide* I cotildn't do no rise M{« S 
•ez the to me 

^ottVa tbeered my bed” jtbti* when 1 
paldViy InterdudJon fee 
To Soulhun ritet] on kep your *Heer 
Iwtd I allow it stkked 
So*‘t I wuz mofl tix week* In Jtfl orore 
I gut me picked], 

Ner never pnW no deramiget but thct 
wun t do no harm 
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Pervidin’ thet }Ou’H ondcrlakc lo ovcisoe 
the farm 

(My eldes’ bo} ib so took up, wut with 
the Ringtail Rangers 

An’ settm’ in the Jcsticc-Court for wt!- 
coinin’ o’ strangers”) 

[He sot on vie], “an’ so, ef jou’ll jest 
ondertake the care 

Upon a mod’nt seller}, ue’ll up an’ call 
it square. 

But ef 30U canH conclude,” sez she, an’ 
gi\e a km’ o’ grin, 

“Wy, the Gran’ Jur}', I expect, ’ll he\ to 
set agin ” 

Thet’s the \\a.y metters stood at fust, 
now wut w'uz I to du, 

But jes’ to make the best on’t an’ ofi' coat 
an’ buckle tu ’ 

Ther' ain’t a U\in’ man thet finds an 
income necessaner 

Than me — bimeby I’ll tell }e how' 1 
fin’lly come to merr}’^ her 


c 


She hed another motive, tu I mention 
of it here 

T’ encourage lads thet’s growm’ up to 
stud} ’n’ perseiere. 

An’ show ’em how much better ’t pa}s to 
mind tlieir wnnter schoolin’ 
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Than to go off on bcnden n well on 
waste their llmo In foolln 

Ef twam't for studyln e coin* why I 
rwvtrd ha been here. 

An orn roent o aacicty in my approprut 
spear 

She wanted somebody je see o taste an 
cultlvaUon 

To talk along o preachers a hen they 
Btopt to the plantation 

For (oiks In Dine th t read on nte 
onlets it U by jorks 

Is ikurce ex wut they srm among th 
oddgeok patriarchs 

To fit a feUer C wut they call the soshle 
blgherarchy 

All Ihet youh*o gut to know ts je» beyund 
an e\Tage darl^ 

Schoobns wut they cun l seem to Stan 
they’re to cooiarned high pressure 

An knowln t much might spile a boy 
for bein a Seceaher 

We Ijaln’t no settled preacbln here ncr 
mlnlsterfl taxes 

The min ster’s only fottlement s U» carpet 
bog be packs hU 

Rarer an soap4>rush Intu with bU hynv 
book an bis Bible — 

But they Tiu prmch I nran to man it t 
puTkly Indcscrlbne t 
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A LETTER 


riic}' go it iilvc .m Lncs'^on’*- (cn-hosv- 
poucr coltnc mgiiio, 

An’ m.ikc Ole Split -Fool winch .in’ 
squirm, for all he’s usid to singtin’, 
H.iwlvins’s whetstone ain’t .i pinch o’ 
primin' to the inn.irds 
To ht inn’ on ’em put free gr.ici t’ i lot 
o’ tough old sinhards’ 

But I must otnd (his letter now ’fori 
long I’ll send a fresh un , 

Fee lots o’ things to write .nhoul, per- 
ticlclerlj Scccshun 

I’m called off now to mission work, to 
let a Icctlc law in 

To Cjnllu’s hide an’ so, till death, 
Yowrn, 

BiKDomFDUM Saw IN 



Mason and SUdeU 
A Yankee Idyll 


I love to itift out arter nl^f» begun 

An all the chores abont the farm are 
done 

The crltterB milked an foddered gfstea 
ehet fast. 

Tools deaned aglnst to-morrer supper 
past, 

An Nancy daxatn by her ker’sene lamp — 

I love I say to start upoo a tramp 

To «hiikH Che kLokles oot o back an 

leg*. 

An kind o rmdc my life off from the 
dregs 

Thet’s apt to settle In the buttery-hutch 

Of folks tbet foUer In one rut too much: 

Hard w o rk Is good an wholesome, past 
all *doubt 

But “tnJnt so ef the mind gits tuc ker ed 
out. 

Now beln bom lo Middlesex you know 

There s c e iLk i spots where I Tike best to 

go 
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MASON AND SLIDELL 


The Concord road, for instance (I, for one, 
Most gm’lly oilers call it John BuIVs Run), 
The field o’ Lcxin’ton, where England 
tried 

The fastest colours thet she ever d3cd, 
An’ Concord Bridge, tliet Davis, when he 
came, 

Found was the bec-hne track to heaven 
an’ fame, 

Ez all roads be b)' natur, ef j'our soul 
Don’t sneak thru shun-pikes so’s to sa\c 
the toll 

They’re ’most too fur away, lake too 
much time 

To visit of’en, ef it ain’t in rhyme , 

But the’ ’s a walk thet’s hendier, a sight. 
An’ suits me fust- rate of a winter’s 
night,— 

I mean the round w hale’s-back o’ Prospect 
Hill 

I love to loiter tliere while night grows 
still. 

An’ in the twunklm’ villages about. 

Fust here, tlien there, the well - saved 
lights goes out. 

An’ nary sound but watch -dogs’ false 
alarms. 

Or muffled cock-crow's from the drowsy 
farms, ' 
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A VA//J:EE !D\LL 

Where »omc wise rooster (men act Jest 
ibet ^ti}) 

Stands to t thet moonnsc ts the break 
o day 

(So hllster Set\*nrd sticks a three-monUis 
pin 

Where the war d ough to rend then 
tries opln 

My gnm’iher s rule sl-os safer n iis to 
cron 

Don I nrrrr finphny — onleu inov) 

I lo%'e to mute there till it kind o seem 

Ex ef the n.'orid went odd) in o(T in 
dreaxns. 

The oortb-west wind thet twitches at my 
boird 

Bkiws out o sturdier dap not cosy 
scared 

An the same moon thet this December 
shines 

Starts out tbe tents on booths o Putnam s 
Ones 

The nul fence posts oenwt the hill thet 
runs 

Turn ghosts o sogers should nn ghosts 
o guns 

Ez wheels the sentry glints a flash o 
light • 

Along the brelock won at Concord Fight 
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An’, ’hvixt the silences, now fur, now 
nigh, 

Rings the sharp chcllenge, hums the low 
reply 


Ez I was settin’ so, it warn’t long sence, 

Mixin’ the puffict with the present tense, 

I heerd two voices som’ers in the air, 

Though, cf I was to die, I can’t tell 
where 

Voices I call ’em ’twas a kind o’ sough 

Like pine trees thet the wind’s a-geth’nn’ 
through , 

An’, fact, I thought it ivas the wind 
a spell, 

Then some misdoubted, couldn’t fairly 
tell. 

Fust sure, then not, jest as you hold 
an eel, 

I knowed, an’ didn’t, — Sn’lly seemed to 
feel 

’Twas Concord Bndge a-talkin’ off to kill 

With the Stone Spike thet’s druv thru 
Bunker’s Hill, 

Whether ’twas so, or ef I on’y dreamed, 

I couldn’t say, I tell it ez it seemed 



A YANKEE ID} LI 


TTu Bndg* 

Wal neighbour tell u*, wilt’s turned up 
thefs Dew? 

You re jomigeT’n I be — nlgher Boston tu 

An down to Boston ef you take their 
showin 

Wut they doo t know ain't hardly wuth 
the imowin 

There a tuHtkxn goto on I know lai 
night 

The Bnlilh *Qgcn killed m oar gret 
fight 

(Nigh fifty year they bedn t atirred nor 
spoke) 

Made sech a coll youd thought n dam 
hed bmke 

Why one he up an beat a rrvelJeo 

With his ovn crotsbooea on a boiler tree 

TUI aU the graveyards swarmed out Uko 
a hive 

With faces I bain t seen sence Seventy 
five. 

Wut u tfie news? Tarnt good or they’d 
be cheerio 

Speak slow an dear for I m some hard 
o beann 


'ITke Monxmmi 


I don t know hardly ef It s good or bod 
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The Bridge 

At wusl, it can’t be wus than wul we’ve 
had 

The Momment 

You know' them envys thet the Rebbles 
sent, 

An’ Cap’n Wilkes he horned o’ the Treuf^ 
The Bridge 

Wut! they ha’n’t hanged ’em’ Then their 
wits IS gone' 

Thet’s the sure w'ay to make a goose 
a swan ' 

The Momment 

No England she ivould hev ’em, Fec^ 
Faiv, Fuvi! 

(Ez though she hedn’t fools enough to 
home,) 

So they’ve returned ’em 

The Bridge 

Hev they ^ Wal, by heaven, 

Thet’s the wust new'S I’ve heerd sence 
Seventy-seven 1 

By George, I meant to say, though I 
declare 

It’s ’most enough to make a deacon sw'ear 



A VANKEB IDYLL 


TTu Mon\me*i 

Now don’t go off half-cock folk* ne\'er 
gains 

Bj usln pepper sar»e laitld o braios. 

Come neighbour you don’t undeiatan 

Tka Bndgr 

How? Hey? 

Not undentan ? Why wut** to bender 
pray? 

Must I go huntm roand to 6nd n chap 

To ten me when my ia.ee hex hed a slap ? 

Tk* hlontmnU 

See here the Britlah they found out a 
flaw 

la Cap a Wilkes * readlo o the law 

(They mahe all law*, yoo know an to, 
o course 

It** nateral they should undentan thetr 
force) 

He d oagh to ha took the \-e*seI into 
port • 

An hed her eat on by a regTar court 

She was a raell-fhlp an a steamer tu 

An thet they say hex changed the pint 
o Tiew 

Cox the old practice bein meant for tails 

Ef tried upon a steamer kind o falls 
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MASON AND SLIDELL 


You may take out despatches, but you 
mus’n’t 

Take nary man 


Tlie Bridge 

You mean to say, you dus’n’t’ 

Changed pint o’ view’ No, no, — it’s over- 
board 

With law an’ gospel, when their ox is 
gored ' 

I tell ye, England’s law, on sea ’n land, 

Hez oilers ben, " Pve gut tlie heaviest 
hand" 

Take nary man ’ Fine preachin’ from her 
lips ' 

Why, she hez taken hundreds from our 
ships. 

An’ would agin, an’ swear she had a 
right to, 

Ef we warn’t strong enough to be 
perlite to 

Of all the sarse thet I can cah to mind, 

Engfland doos make tlie most onpleasant 
kind 

It’s you’re the sinner oilers, she’s the 
saint, 

Wut’s good’s all English!-' all thet isn’t 
ain’t , 
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Wut proflt* her u oUen right *n just 

An of you don’t read Scnptur eo you 
must 

She • pmsed henolf ontU the ^urly 
fhtntra 

There aln t no light In Nnhir when ihe 
winks 

Holnt the the Ten Conuoen meats in her 
pus? 

Could the worid stu- Hbout she west tu 
ex mis? 

She ain't Uke other mortals tbet s a 
/act 

Sk* never stopped the habue-arrrpus act, 

Nor tpeoe payments nor ah© nerer yet 

Cut down the infrest on her public debt 

Skt don't put down rebellions, lets em 
br eed 

An t oiler* willm Ireland should secede 

She s ell thct • honest honnable, an 
fair 

An when (he vartooa died, they made her 
heir ^ 


Tk» MtruvtiU 

Wal wal two wrongs doo t never rnake 
a right 

Ef we re mufiken own It an don t 
fight 




A VAZ/KSS W\LL^ 


Witl\ Rocrthy PrtKishy Auftry nil 
aMlstla 

Th ain't oat a £aco but wut she's shook 
her fist m 

Fj though she done It all an ten tiioes 
more, 

An nothin new bed gut done afore, 

Nor new could agtn 'ihout the wni* 
sphced 

On to one tend an gin th old ouih a 
hoist 

She tx aocne punldns thet I wim t deny 

(For ain't the tome related to you n I?) 

But there s a few small Intrista here 
below 

Outside the counter of John Bull an Co. 

An thoogh they cxm t coocalt how't should 
be so 

I gueas the Lord druv down Creation s 
spiles 

'Thout no gTitf helpm from the British 
Isles, 

An could coQtrliw to keep things pooty 
stlflf 

Ef they withdmwed from business In a 
rolff 

I ha n't no patience with scch swellln 
lelleri ex % 

Thmk. Go4 cant forge *thout them to 
blow the bellerset. 
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MASON AND SLIDELL 


The Mommcnl 

You’re oilers quick to set }Oiir back 
andge, 

Though ’t suits .1 tom-cat more’n a sober 
bridge 

Don’t )ou gil hot the) thought the 
thing was planned, 

The) ’ll cool off when tin*) come to under- 
stand 

Ttu Brids^c 

Ef thtCs wut )0u c\pect, )ou'll hex' to 
wait 

Folks never understand the folks the) 
hate 

She’ll fin’ some other grievance jest e/ 
good, 

’Fore the month’s out, to git misunder- 
stood 

England cool ofi ' She’ll do it, cf she 
sees 

She’s run her head into a swarm o’ 
bees 

I ain’t so prejudiced cz vvut )OU sV>ose 

I hev thought England was the best thet 
goes 

Remember (no, you can’t), when / was 
reared, 

God save the Ktng was all th" tune )ou 
heerd 
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A }ANKEE WILL 


But U » enough to turn Wachu»et roun 
This ihmjpin fellers when you think 
they’re down. 


Tlu Afomtauni 

But, neighbour ef they prove their claim 
nt law 

The beat way u to eelUe an not Jaw 

An don't le s mutter ’bout the nwfle 
brlda 

Well give em ef wo ketch em In a fix 

That ere a moat frequently the kin o 
talk 

Of critters can t be kicked to toe the 
chalk 

Your You’ll see ncr* time I" an Look 
out bumbyl" 

Most oUen ends In eatln lunble pie. 

Twtin*t pay to sennge to Engla^ will 
It pay 

To fear tbet meaner bufly old Theyll 
say"? 

Suppose nbey du say worda are drefflo 
bores, 

But they ain’t quite so bad e* seventy 
fours. 

Wut England wants Is jest a wedge to 
St «. 

WTiere it’ll bdp to widen out our split 



A/ASON AND SUDELL 


She’s found her wtdgc, an’ ’tain’t for us 
to come 

An* lend the beetle thet’s to drue it 
home 

For groued-up folks like us 'luould be a 
scandic, 

When we git sarsed, to flj right off the 
handle 

England ain’t a// bad, coz she thinks us 
blind 

Ef she can’t change her skin, she can 
her mind, 

An’ we shall sec her change it double- 
quick, 

Soon ez wo\c pro\ed thet we're a-goin’ 
to lick 

She an’ Colombo’s gut to be fas’ friends 

For the world prospers b} their prnit 
ends 

'Twould put the clock back all o’ fifu 
jears 

Ef they should fall together b} the ears 

t 

The Bridge 

I ’gree to thet, she’s nigh us to w'Ut 
France is. 

But then she’ll hev to madcc’^he fust ad- 
vances , 
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A yA^JCSS IDYLL 


Wb ve gut pride tu nn gut It by good 
ngbU, 

An ketcdi ow *toopln to pick up the 
mltei ^ 

O condetceoiloo *he*U be letdn fell 
When ihe finds out w« flln t dead arter 


all! 

I tell ye wut it take# more n one good 
week \ 

Afote QOte fotgiU It’s hed a twealiL\ 


Tkt Moninuni 

Shell come out nght bamby thet I'll 
«ngage 

Soon es the glfe to eeem we re of age 

This talkln down o hert ain t wuth a 
fiixs 

It 8 oat ml ex out tildn tb to us 

Ef we're agoln to prove we be growed 
op 

^ Twunt be by barldn like a tairlef pup 

But ^umln to an mabln things ex good 

Ea wut ware olkr* braggfei tiiftt we 
could 

We re bound to be good finends an so 
wed ough to. 

In tplt^of aB the fools both side* the 
i water 
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Jl/ASOJV AND SLIDELL 


7'he Bndq;i 

I b’lieve ihel’s so, but lie.irken m jour 
c ir, — 

I’m oldcr’n jou, — Pcnct wun’t keep 
house with Fc.ir 

Ef jou want peace, the thing’ j'ou’\e gut 
to du 

Is/jcs’ to show ^ou’re up to fightm’, tu 

/recollect hou s.ulors’ rights was won, 

Yard locked in jard, hot gun-hp kissin’ 
gun 

Win, afore thet, John Bull sot up thet he 

Hed gut a kind o’ mortgage on the sea, 

You’d thought he held bj' Gran’ther 
Adam’s will, 

An’ ef JOU knuckle down, Jic'W think so 
still 

Better thet all our ships an’ all their 
crews 

Should sink to rot in ocean’s dreamless 
ooze. 

Each torn flag w'a\in’ chellenge ez it 
w'ent, ^ 

An’ each dumb gun a bra\e man’s moni- 
ment. 

Than seek sech peace ez onlj’ cowards 
crave 

Give me the peace of dead nfen or of 
brav e ! < 
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A YANKEE TDYLL 


Tk* Monttnent 

I *aj olo boy It aln t the Glonous Fourth 

Youd ough to lamed fore this wut talk 
WU2 worth. 

It oId t owr nose thet giti pat out o 
Jint 

It’s England tbet give* up her dearest 
pint. 

We\T gut, I tell ye now enough to du 

In oar own femly fight, afore wo ro thru. 

I hoped la* spring je* arter Sumter^ 
shame:. 

When every flagstaff flapped it* tethered 
flame, 

An all the people, startled from their 
doubt 

Come mu*t*rui to the jlag with sech n 
shoot — 

I hoped to see thing* settled Yore this 
fall 

The Rebbles ndced Jeff Dnvis hanged 
an all 

^on ?xrtDO Bull Run an ttnct then I \-o 
ben waltm 

Like boy* In Jennoonry thaw for skatln 

Nothin to du but watch my shadder's 
trace 

Swing IHCb a ship at anchor roun my 

« base, 
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MASON AND SLIDELL 


With da3'hght’s flood an’ ebb it’s gittxn’ 
slow, 

An’ I ’most think we’d better let ’em go 
I tell ye \vait, this war’s agoin’ to cost 


The Bridge 

An’ I tell you it \\mn’t be money lost , 

Taxes milks dry, but, neighbour, j'ou’ll 
allow 

Thet havin’ things onsettled kills the 
cow 

We’ve gait to fix this thing for good 
an’ all , 

It’s no use buildin’ wut’s agoin’ to fall 

I’m older’n you, an’ I’ve seen things an’ 
men. 

An’ my experunce, — tell ye wut it’s ben 

Folks thet worked thorough was the ones 
thet thnv. 

But bad work follers ye ez long’s ye live. 

You can’t git red on’t, jest ez sure ez 
sin. 

It’s oilers askin’ to be done agm * 

Ef we should part, it wouldn’t be a week 

’Fore your soft-soddered peace would 
spring a leak 

We’ve turned our cuffs up, but, to put 
her thru, 

We must git mad an’ off with jackets, tu 
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A }ANirEB ID^TX 


Twun t du to think thet Idllln oin t 
perlite, — 

YouVe gut to bo In aimest, ef you fight 

Why two-third* o the Rebbles ould cut 
dirt, 

Ef they once thought that Guv ment 
menot to hurt 

An I wlah our Ginral* hed m mind 

The folks In front more than the folk* 
behind 

You wun t do much onta jwi think Its 
God 

An not conatitoount* thet holds the rod 

We want eorae more o Gideon s gw o rd 
I jedge 

For prodoniabcms han t no gret of edge 

There 8 nothin for a cancer but the 
knife, 

Qnles* you »et by t more than by j-our 

nfe. 

IVo seen hard times I see a war begun 

Thet folk* thet love theu- bellies nerer'd 
won 

Pharosflenn Idne bung on for seven long 
year 

But when twa* done, we dldn t count 
It dear 

Why law an order honour dvd right 

Ef they iflht wuth it wut ts wuth a 
fight? 

1*7 



MASON AND SLIDELL 


I’m older’n you the plough, the axe, 
the mill, 

All kin’s o’ labour an’ all km’s o’ skill, 
Would be a rabbit in a wile-cat’s claw, 
Ef ’twam’t for thet slow cntter, ’stab- 
lished law, 

Onsettle thet^ an’ all the world goes whiz, 
A screw’s got loose in everythin’ there 

IS 

Good buttresses once settled, don’t you 
fret 

An’ stir ’em, take a bridge’s word for 
thet ' 

Young folks are smart, but all ain’t good 

thet’s new, 

* \ 

I guess the gran’thers they knowed sun- 
thin’, tu 


The Momment 

Amen to thet ' build sure in the beginmn’, 

An’ then don’t never tech the' under- 
pinnin’ 

Th’ older a gpiv’ment is, the better ’t suits , 

New ones hunt folk’s corns out like new 
boots 

Change jes’ for change is liKc those big 
hotels 
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A YANKEE WML 


WTiere they thift platea on let ye live on 
emellf. 


Tkt Dndgt 

W«J don t pive up afore the fWp gt>e* 
down 

Ite « tdB Cttie, but Providence trim t 
drown 

An God trun t leave lu yit (o link or 
iwim 

Ef we don t fail to du wut s ripht by 
Him* 

This land o oum I tell ye » gut to be 

A better country than man ever tct. 

I feel my eperit weUln with a cry 

That aeems to t*j Break forth an 
propheayl** 

O atrange ffew World ihet ylt wait 
never young 

Whose youth from thee by grlpln need 
wa* wrung 

Brown foundUn o the wood*, whooo 
baby-# bed 

Was prowled roon by the Jojun* cmck 
rin tread 

An who grew'at atrong thru ihlfls an 
wonta an pains 

Niused by j'em men with empires In 
thdr braJos 
(1^67) 119 


to 



MASON AND SLIDELL 


Who saw in vision their voung Ishmel 
strain 

With each hard hand av'assal ocean’s mane, 

Thou, skilled b}' Freedom an’ b} gret 
events 

To pitch new States ez Old-World men 
pitch tents, — 

Thou, taught by Fate to know Jehovah’s 
plan 

Thet man’s devices can’t unmake a man. 

An’ whose free latch -string never vv'as 
drawed m 

Against the poorest child of Adam’s km, — 

The grave’s not dug where traitor hands 
shall laj 

In fearful haste thy murdered corse away' 

I see 


Jest here some dogs begun to bark. 
So thet I lost old Concord’s last remark 
I listened long, but all 1 seemed to hear 
Was dead leaves goss’pin’ on some birch 
trees near , ^ 

But ez they hedn’t no gret things to say. 
An’ sed ’em often, I come right avva} , 
An’, walkin’ home’ards, jest to pass the 
time, 

I put some thoughts that botriered me in 
rhyme , 
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A<.KyjlNKE£( IDl^v 


1 hnln t hed time to fniHj* trj etn on 
But hero thej be— h » 


JONATHAN TO JOHN 

It don't aeem hanlly right John 
^Vh«^ both my hondj m-n* full 
To «ump me to fl fight John — 
'\our cxMisln tu John Bull 
OIc Uncle S. %cx he I guet« 
We knov it now " •« he 
The Hon t pa« u all the la« 
Ac c ot'din to J B 
Thete fit for you an mel” 

You wonder why were hot John? 

Your mark wux on the gunx. 

The neutral guox, tbet ihot John, 
Our brotben on oar tent 
Ole Unde S kz ho, 1 guett 
There • human blood,” lez he 
By fit$ on starts In Yankee henrtx 
Though *t may surpnie J B 
Moren It would you an mo ” 

Ef I turned mad dc^ loose Jolin 
On jvur front parlour stair# 

Would It jea, meet your \-icwt, John 
To wait an sue thar helni? 
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MASOA^ AND SLIDELL 


Oil' Unch S *^07 ho, “ T pucs'., 

I on’) f^ucss," St 7 he, 

"Ihct ef Valid on hxs loci, fdl, 

’'fwould kind o’ rdc J B , 

E7 wal tz )ou an’ me'” 

Who made the Ia\% thet hurt*;, John, 
Heads I IV in ^ — ditto tnih"^ 

“y /? ” \\a<; on his sliirts, John, 

Onicss my memor) fads 

Ole Unde S i,cz he, “ I guess 
(I’m good at thel),” s(7 he, 

“Thet sauce for goose ain’t jest tlic juice 
For ganders with J B , 

No morc’n with )ou or me'” 

When )our rights was our wrongs, John, 
You didn’t stop for fuss, — 

Bntan^^’s trident prongs, John, 

Was good ’nough haw for us 
Ole Unde S sc7 he, “I guess. 
Though ph)sic’s good,” sez he, 

“It doesn’t follcr thet he can swaller 
Prescriptions signed 'J B\ » 

Put up by )ou an’ me'” 

We own the ocean, tu, John 
You mus’n’t take it hard, 

Ef w'c can’t think with ) 0 u, ^dm, 

It’s jest your owm backjard 
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A rA^/A££ IDYLL 


Ole Undo S he I pucis 
Ef tket's hU dntm " *C2 he 
Tbo fendo-*tuff ’ll cost cnooBh 
To bast up friend J B 
Ex wnl ex 3rQU on mel” 

talk to dreiSe bip John 
Of honour when It meant 
ou dldn t core a fig John 
But jest for itu per ctnll 
Ote Unde S •« he I gue** 
Hex like the rest." xcx he 
^^'hen all U done itx number on 
Thet X nearest (o J B 
Ex wul ex t yoa ao mel” 

We give the critieni back, John, 

Cos Abram thought *Iwqx ngbt 
It wnm*l j-our bollyln clack John 
Provoldn us to Sghu 
Ole Unde S xex he I guess 
We VO a hard row ” xez he 
To hoe Jest now but thet iomebow 
May happen to J B 
Ex wal ex you an mel" 

We ain't so weak on poor John 
With twen^ roURon people 
An dose to every door John 
A xchoolhouxe an a steeple. 
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MASON 'AND ^SLIDELL 


Ole Uncle S sez he, “I guess, 

It IS a fact,” sez he, 

“The surest plan to make a Man 
Is, think him so, J B , 

Ez much ez you or me'” 

Our folks believe in Law, John, 

An’ it’s for her sake, now. 

They’ve left the axe an’ saw, John, 

The anvil an’ the plough 

Ole Uncle S sez he, “I guess, 

Ef ’twarn’t for law,” sez he, 

“ There’d be one shindy from here to Indy, 
And thet don’t suit J B 
(When ’tam’t ’twixt you an’ me') ” 

We know we’ve gut a cause, John, 
Thefs honest, just, an’ true, 

We thought ’twould win applause, John, 
Ef nowheres else, from j^ou 
Ole Uncle S sez he, “I guess 
His love of right,” sez he, 

“Hangs by a rotten fibre o’ cqtton 
There’s natur in J B , 

Ez wal’z in you an’ me!” 

The South says, ''Poor folks downl" John, 
An’ All vien up!” say we, — 

White, yaller, black, an’ brown, John 
Now which is your idee? 

134 



A YANKEE IDYLL 


Ole Urtcle S sex he I gucis 
JoJm prtsiche* sral ” sex he 
But termoa thru an come to da 
^Vhy there s the old J B 
A^rowdln -you OQ mel” 

Shall It be Imt or hate John? 

Iti you thet* to decide 
Ain t jo*r bond* held by Fate JoJm 
Like all the vt>rlds beside? 

Ole Unde S sea he 1 guess 
Wise men forgive ** *ea he 
But not forglt on some iimi >it 
Thet truth may stnkc J D. 

Ex mxl ex )'ou an me 

God means to make tills brvd John 
Clear thru from sea to seo 
Believe on understand John 
The tp*/i o beta free. 

Ole Unde S sex he 1 guess 
Gods pTKe IS bigfa Bcz he 
But nothin else thiui wut He eellt 
Wears long an ibet J D 
Ma) lam, like you on me I” 





“I had it on 
my min’” 

UIRDOrrEDUM SAWIN, nSQ , 

TO MR IIOSEA niCLOW 

1 lied it on mj inm’ las’ time, ^\Ilcn I to 
\%nte je started, 

To tech the leadin’ featurs o’ ni) gittin’ 
me convarted, 

But, ez m3 letters hez to g-o clearn roun’ 
b) way o’ Cub), 

’Twun’t seem no staler now than then, 
b) th’ time it gits where 30U be 
You know up North, though secs an’ 
things air plenlt cz 30U please, 

Ther’ warn’t nut one on ’em thet come 
jes’ square with m3' idees 
The3 all on ’em w'uz too much mixed 
with Covenants o’ Works, 

An’ would he\ answered jest ez Wial for 
Afnkins an’ Turks, ‘ 

Fer w'here’s a Chnstian’s pruilege an’ his 
rew'ards ensuin’, 

Ef ’tam’t perfessin’ right an eend ’thout 
nar3' need o’ doin’’ 

I dessa}' the}' suit w'orlan’-folk? thet ain’t 
now'a3's perlic’Iar, 
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•I BAD JT ON MY MIN 


But nut your Southua gwiTeman thct 
keep* hia pefpeodJcTflr 

I dont bUune nary roan thet cnsU his 
lot along o Aw folks. 

But ef you calTate to save vu i- oiust 
be With folks thet u folks 

Cor’oanti o work* go ginst my graia 
but down hero I ve found out 

The true flu fetnTy Ai plan — here* how 
it coma shout. 

When I fas' sot up with Miss S sez she 
to me sex abe. 

Without you git reUgfoQ nr the thing 
can t never bo 

Nut bat wut I retpeck,* sez she yotu* 
lotatlectle part. 

But you wun t noways du for roe alhout 
a change o heart 

Nothun religion works wal North but its 
ex soft es spruce, 

Cocnpared to oom for keepro sound ** sex 
she upon the goose 

A day's experanco d pnyve to jre ex easy z 
puH a trigger 

It takes the Nothun pint o view to raise 
tea bales a nigger 

YouTl fin thet human natur South am t 
wholesome roofe’o skJo-deep 

An ooce*tar darkies took with it, he rvnjn t 
be wnth his keep ** 
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“/ HAD IT ON MY‘ MIN'" 


" Hou shill I }^it ii, sc/ I 

‘\lltnd tlio iu\’ CTinp-mt V tin’,” 

Scv she, ".in’ it’ll come to \e tv cheap r/ 
onble ichcd sheetin’ ” 


\\ il, I Vint ilonfj an’ htarn most nn 
unpnssnt irmon 

About besprinklin’ Afrik\ with toiirth- 
proof drw o’ Harmon 
lie didn’t pul no \\t damn’ in, but fjm it 
tu us hot, 

’Z tl he an’ S.at.an’d ben two bulls m one 
fitc-acrc lot 

I don’t puricnd to follcr him, but Ri\t \e 
jes’ the heads. 

For pulpit elkrkence, tou know, ’moat 
oilers kin’ o’ spreads 
H.im’s seed w u/ i^in to us m cliaircje, 
.an’ shouldn’t we be h’ble 
In Kingdom Come, ef we kep’ bick their 
pnv’lege in the Bible? 

The cusses an’ the promerses make one 
gret chain, an’ ef 

You snake one link out here, one there, 
how much on’t ud be leP’ 

All things wuz gin to man for’s use. 

his sarvace, an’ delight. 

An’ don’t the Greek .an’ Heb~ew' words 
thet mean a Man mean White’ 
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•nmiD mouwr mjv 


Ain t it bebttlm the Good Book m all its 
proude* featurs 

To think ‘twuz Wrote for biack an brown 
an lAssee-coloured crcaturs 

Tbet couldn read it of they would nor 
ain t by lor allowed to 

But ough to take wut we think suits 
their oatun an be proud to? 

Warn t It more prortable to bring your 
raw maleril thru 

Where you can work it iota grace an 
Inta cottoa tu« 

Than lendtn mlsaonanea out where fe^‘erB 
might defeat em 

An ef the butcher didn coil their 
priihiooers might eat em? 

An then agin, wot airthly use? Nor 
twam t our fault, in so fur 

Ex Yankee sbdppera would keep on 
a totin on em over 

T improved the whites by savin em 
from ary need o workin 

An kep the blacks bom bem loet thru 
kfleoets an sbirklo 

We took to em ox natural ex a ham-owl 
doos to rnioe, 

An hed our huTl time on our hands to 
keep us out o Ndce 

It mad^us feel ex poplar ex a hen doos 
with ooe chkken. 



“ / JIAB IT ON MY MIN' ” 


An’ nil our place m Natur’s stale by 
pfum’ ’em a lickin’ 

For why should Caesar git his dues 
morc’n Juno, Pomp, an’ Cufr3 

It’s justifyin’ Ham to spare a nigger when 
he’s stulT) 

Where’d their soles go tu, like to know, 
ef w'e should let ’em ketch 

Freeknowledgism an’ Fourierism an’ Speri- 
toohsm an’ sech ? 

When Satan sets himself to w'ork to raise 
his very bes’ muss. 

He sc.atters roun’ onscnptur’l \iews re- 
latin’ to Ones’mus 


You’d ough’ to seen, though, how his facs 
an’ argjmunce an’ figgers 
Drawed tears o’ real conviction from a 
lot o’ pen’tent niggers ' 

It w'am’t like Wilbur’s mcetin’, wdiere 
you’re shet up in a pew% 

Your dickeys somn’ off your ears, an’ 
bilin’ to be tliru , 

Ther* w'uz a tent dost by thet hed a kag 
o’ sunthm’ in it. 

Where you could go, ef jmu wuz dr)', an’ 
damp ye in a minute. 

An’ ef you did dror off a spbll, ther’ 
wuzn’t no occasion 
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‘ I HAD JT OH My MIN 


To lose the thread, because jt see he 
bellered Hke all Bashan. 

Its dry work follerm nrBj’tnunce an ko 
hwix this an thet 

I felt cooTictlcm welghln down somehow 
inside my bat 

It ginwed an g r o w ed IU» Jonah s gourd 
a kin o whlrfln ketched me 

Onin I BnTly clean gin out an oaiicd 
up thet ho d fetched me 

An wdien alt» tenths o th perrish look 
to tnmWln roun an hoUenn 

I dldn fin no gret In th way o tumin 
tu an follenn 

Soon <2 Miss S see thet sez she Tkefs 
wut I can wuth seeln I 

Tk4lt actln tike a imsnablo an Intel 
lectle bdn I” 

An so we finlly made it up concluded 
to bitch bosses. 

An here I be n my cllermunt among 
crcstions bosses 

Artec Id draved sech heaps o blanks 
Fortin st last hex sent a prize 

An chose roe for a sfaliun light o 
missionary entaprise. 


This lend^^me to another pint on which 
I've changed my plan 
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“/ HAD IT ON MY MIN'" 


O’ thtnkin’ so’s ’t I might become a 
straight-out Southun man 

Miss S (her maiden name wuz Higgs, 
o’ tlie fus’ fem’ly here) 

On her Ma’s side’s all Juggernot, on 
Pa’s all Cavilecr, 

An’ sence I’ve merned into her an’ stept 
into her shoes, 

It ain’t morc’n nateral thet I should 
modderf} my vieu s 

r\o ben a-readm’ in Debow ontil r\e 
fairly gut 

So ’nlightcned thet I’d full ez lives ha’ 
ben a Dook ez nut, 

An’ when we’ve laid }e all out stiff, an’ 
Jeff hez gut his crown. 

An’ comes to pick his nobles out, ivun't 
this child be in town ' 

We’ll hev an Age o’ Chivverlry surpassm’ 
Mister Burke’s, 

W’here every fem’l;y is fus’ -best an’ narj 
white man works 

Our system’s sech, the tliing’11 root ez 
easy ez a tater. 

For while j^our lords in furnn parts ain’t 
nowa 3 's marked by natur, 

Nor sot apart from ornerj' folks in featurs 
nor in figgers, 

Ef ourn’ll keep their faces wasjied, you’ll 
know ’em from their niggers 
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o^r Ml 

Ain’t ttcJk thing* wuth •ecedJn fnr on 
glttin red o you 

•ntet wnller In your kw Idea nn will 
tin all IS blue? 

Fact u wo atr a dlffVent rB« an 1 for 
ooe, don t aee, 

Sech bavin oUeri ban the case how w 
ever dtd agree. 

Its aunthin tbet you labrin folic* up 
North hed ough to think on 

Tbet Higgses can t bemean themsdv-w 
to ruUn by a Lincoln — 

Tbet men (an guVnora, tu) thet hci 
tech Normal naxna ex PickenSt 

Acetatomed to no kin o work, *thout 
* 11 * to ginn Ocklns 

Can't masnre votes with folks tbet git 
thrir livlns from their farms 

An probTy think thet Law's ez good ex 
hevin coats o arms. 

Sence I've ben here, I've hired a chap to 
look aboirt for me 

To git me a transplantable an thrift) 
femly-tiee 

An ho tells m* the Saadns is ex much 
o Normal blood 

Ez Fickecs nnV the rest on era an 
older’n Noah* flood, 

\our Nopnal school* wunt turn yt mlo 
Normal* for its clear 
M3 
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Ef eddykatjn’ done the thing, they’d be 
some skurcer here 

Pickenses, Boggses, Pettuses, Magofiins, 
Letchers, Polks, — 

Where can you scare up names like them 
among your mudsill folks’ 

Ther’s nothin’ to compare witli ’em, you’d 
fin’, ef you should glance, 

Among the tip-top femerlies in Englan’, 
nor m France 

I’ve hearn from ’sponsible men whose 
word wuz full ez good’s their note, 
Men thet can run their face for drinks, 
an’ keep a Sunday coat, 

Thet they wuz all on ’em come down, an’ 
come down pooty fur, 

From folks tliet, ’thout their crowms wuz 
on, ou’ doors wouldn’ never stir. 

Nor thet ther’ warn’t a Southun man but 
wut wuz prtiiiy Jashy 
O’ the bes’ blood in Europe, yis, an’ 
Afnky an’ Ashy 

Sech bein’ the case, is’t likely we should 
bend like cotton wickin’. 

Or set down under an3'thm’ so low'-lived 
ez a lickin’ ? 

More’n this, — hain’t w^e the hteratoor, an’ 
science, tu, by gorry? 

Hain’t we them intellectle tw'^s, them 
giants, Simms an’ Maury, 
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Each with full twice the tuble bralne like 
nothlu thet I know 

Thout 'twuz a double beaded calf I see 
once to a show? 


For all thet, I wam't je*t at fiut in 
favour 0 secedin 

I wui for lajdn low a spell to find out 
where twux leadln 

For hevin South-Carlloy try her hand at 
fcprltnatlonin 

She takin resks an findln foods an we 
co-operatiooin — 

I mean a Ido o hangln roun an settln 
on the fence 

TUI Prov dunce plnted bow to jump an 
save the most expense 

I recoUected thet ore mine o lead to 
Shiraz Centre 

Thet bust up Jaber Pettlbone, an dldn t 
want to ventur 

Fore I wuz sartln wut come out ud pay 
for wut went In 

For swappln silrer off for lead am t the 
sure way to win 

(An fact It doos look now ez tbou^ — 
but folks roust five an lam — 

We ihould^t lead, an more n we want 
out o the Old Consam) 

(■967) 14s 
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But when I see a man so wise an’ honest 
ez Buchanan 

A-Iettin’ us hev all the forts an’ all the 
arras an’ cannon, 

Admittin’ we wuz nat’lly right an’ you 
wuz nat’lly wrong, 

Coz you wuz lab’nn’ folks an’ we wuz 
wut they call hong-iong. 

An’ coz there warn’t no fight in ye more’n 
in a mashed potater, 

While two o’ iw can’t skurcely meet but 
wut we fight by natur, 

An’ th’ ain’t a bar-room here would pay 
for openin’ on’t a night, 

Without It giv the pnverlege o’ bein’ 
shot at sight, 

Which proves we’re Natur’s noblemen, 
with whom it don’t surpnse 
The British aristoxy should feel boun’ to 
sympathize, — 

Seem’ all this, an’ seem’, tu, the thing w uz 
strikin’ roots 

While Uncle Sam sot still m hopes thet 
some one’d bring his boots, 

I thought til’ ole Union’s hoops wuz off, 
an’ let mjself be sucked in 
To rise a peg an* jme the crowd thet 
went for reconstructin’, — 

Thet IS, to hev the pardnershi|) under th’ 
ole name contmner 
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Jest ei It wm, w® drorriD poy ytru Endin 
bone an sinner — 

Ony to put it In the bond an enter t in 
the jcrumals 

Thet you re the natral rank an file, an 
we the natral knmels. 


Now this I thought a feesTsIe plan thet 
ud work smooth e* grease, 

Sultin the Nineteenth Century an Upper 
Ten Idees, 

An there I meant to Alck, an so did 
n>o«t o th leaders tu 
Coz w« ah thought the chance wuz good 
0 puttin on it thru 

But Jeff he hit upon a way o helpin on 
us forrard 

By beln unanoertnoua— a trick you ain t 
quite up to NommL 
A Baldin boln t no more f a chance with 
them new appic-corers 
Than folks s oppersiiion rlewi aginst the 
Ringtail Roarers 

They^l take em out on him 'bout oast 
—one canter on a ra4 
Makes a man feel mumnermous ex Jonah 
In the whale 

Or ef he> a flow moulded cuss thet can't 
seem quite t gree, 
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He gits llic noose by tcllcrgraph upon 
tlic nighcs’ tree 

Their mission work wnth Afrikins he? put 
’em up, thet’s sartin, 

To all the mos’ across-Iot wa}s o’ preachin 
an’ convartin’ , 

I’ll bet my hat th’ ain’t nar}' priest, nor 
all on ’em together, 

Thet cairs conviction to the min’ like 
Re\eren’ Taranfeather , 

Why, he sot up with me one night, an’ 
laboured to seek purpose, 

Thet (cz an owl by daj light ’mongst a flock 
o’ teazin’ chirpers 

Sees clcarer’n mud the wickedness o’ eatm’ 
little birds) 

I see my error an’ agreed to shen it 
artenvurds , 

An’ I should sa\ (to jedge our folks by 
facs m my possession), 

Thet three’s Unannermous where one’s 
a ’Riginal Secession, 

So it’s a thing )ou fellers North ma\ safely 
bet your chink on, 

Thet we’re all w'atcr- proofed agin th’ 
usurpin’ reign o’ Lincoln 


Jeff’s some He’s gut another <plan thet 
hez pertic’Iar merits, 
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Iti givin tbingi Q diccr6« look on stifTnln 
loose-hung spent* 

For while your milUon paper*, writ with 
lyln an discusstn 

Keep* folks s temper* all on eend a-fumm 
on a-fusstn 

A itTnidrln this on guewm thet, on 
dreacUn overj night 

The breechin o the UmsttneMl bteak 
afon) it* light. 

Our papor* don’t purtend lo pnnt ony 
wut Gut meat choose, 

An tbet ensure* u* all to pit the vtry 
best 0 noose 

Jell het it of all sort* on kme* on sarveu 
it ont ez wanted 

So* t every man git* wyt be like* an 
nobody oin t acanted 

Sometimes It** Wctries (they’re 'bout all 
ther' 1* that* chenp down here) 

Sometimes U • Prance an England on 
the jump to mterfere. 

Fact Is the less the people know o wut 
ther* Is a-doin 

The hendkr tu for Gur’ment ac n co it 
bender* trouble bremdn 

An noose I* like a shlnplaster —it * good 
ef you beHeve it 

Or wut'^^ all tame the other man thet* 
goin to receive it 
1*9 



“/ HAD IT ON MY MIN"' 


Ef you’ve a son in tli’ army, w}', it’s 
comfortin’ to hear 

He’ll hev no gretter resk to run than 
seem’ tli’ in’my’s rear, 

Coz, ef an’ F F looks at ’em, they oilers 
break an’ run. 

Or wilt right down ez debtors will thet 
stumble on a dun 

(An’ this, ef an’thin’, proves the wuth o’ 
proper fem’ly pride, 

Fer sech mean shucks ez creditors are all 
on Lincoln’s side), 

Ef I hev senp thet wun’t go off no more’n 
a Belgin rifle, 

An’ read tliet it’s at par on ’Change, it 
makes me feel deli’fle, 

It’s cheerin’, ^u, where every man mus’ 
fortify his bed. 

To hear thet Freedom’s the one thing 
our darkies mos’ly dread. 

An’ thet experunce, time ’n’ agin, to 
Dixie’s Land hez shown 

Thor’s nothin’ like a powder cask fer a 
stiddy corner-stone, 

Ain’t it ez good ez nuts, when salt is 
selhn’ by the ounce 

For its own weight in Treash’ry-bons (ef 
bought in small amounts). 

When even whisky’s gittm’ skurce, an’ 
sugar can’t be found, 
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To know thet bU the etlerments o luxury 
abound? 

\ii don t It glorify aal pork to come to 
understand 

Itt Wirt the Richmon editor# call fatnew 
Q the land? 

Nai* thing to knowio youra well off ii 
nut to know when y* ain t 

\n ef Jeff eay* ell* goln vnl who’ll 
venhir t* any it ftln t? 


Thl5 cHru the Constltooehuri roun ex 
Jeff doo9 in his hat 

Is bendler a dreffie sight an cx)mes men 
kin o’ pat 

I tell ye wut my Jedgtnent la you re 
pooty sure to M 

Ex long 2 the head heaps tumm back 
for counsel to the tall 

Th advanuges of our coosani for bein 
prompt sir gret. 

While ’long o Congress you can’t strike, 
*f you git an iron het 

They bother roun with argoolo an 
vw^ous sorts o foolln 

To make sure ef Its l^’Uv bet, and all 
the while It’s coolin 

So B t ^hen you come to strike It aln t 
no gret to wish y« fy on 
* 5 * 
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An’ hurts the hammer ’z much or more 
ez wut it doos the iron 
Jeff don’t allow no jawin’-sprees for three 
months at a stretch, 

Knowin’ the ears long- speeches suits air 
mostly made to metch , 

He jes’ ropes in your tonguey chaps an’ 
reg’lar ten-inch bores, 

An’ lets ’em play at Congress, ef they’ll 
du it with closed doors. 

So they ain’t no more bothersome than 
ef we’d took an’ sunk ’em, 

An’ )'it enj’y th’ exclusive right to one 
another’s Buncombe 

’Thout doin’ nobody no hurt, an’ ’thout its 
costin’ nothin’. 

Their pay bein’ jes’ Confednt funds, they 
findin’ keep an’ clothin’ , 

They taste the sweets o’ public life, an’ 
plan their little jobs. 

An’ suck the Treash’ry (no gret harm, 
for It’s ez dry ez cobs). 

An’ go thru all the motions jest ez safe 
ez in a prison. 

An’ hev their business to themselves, while 
Buregard hez hisn 

Ez long ’z he gives the Hessians fits, 
committees can’t make bother 
’Bout whether ’t ’s done the legle way or 
whether ’t’s done the t’othei^ 
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An / teU you youSw gut to lam tlict 
War ain’t one long teater 

Betwfact / vMtn to an Tvcntnt du do- 
batin like a ibeetnr 

Afore he lights — all Is to give the other 
side a nrillm 

An arter tbet*! done, th am t no resk 
but wut the lorTl bo tnUin 

No metter wut the gnv’ment i* a nigh 
ez I can Ut It 

A lickm B constitooshunal pemdin IT 
doQ t git It 

JaET don t atan dHty-dallym a/ore be takes 
a fort 

(With no ooe m) to git the leave o the 
oex* Soopreme Court 

Nof don’t want forty ’leveo weeks o 
jawln an expount^ 

To prove a nigger bex ■ right to save him 
ef hes drowndin 

Whereas ole Abram d sink afore be d let 
a daride boost him 

Ef Taney shouldn’t come aJong an bedn’t 
Intendooced him. 

It ain’t your twenty mlfliom thetll ever 
block Jeff 8 game, 

But one Man thet won’t let em Jog jest 
ez hes t»trtn mm 

"iour nurijJ>ers they may strengthen j-e 
or weaken ye, ax t heppens 
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The 3 '’re willin’ to be helpin’ hands or 
wuss’n-nothin’ cap’ns 


1’% e chose my side, an’ ’tam’t no odds ef I 
wuz drawed with magnets, 

Or ef I thought it prudenter to jine the 
mghes’ bagnets, 

I’ve made my ch’ice, an’ ciphered out, from 
all I see an’ heard, 

Th’ ole Constitooshun never’d git her 
decks for action cleared. 

Long ’z you elect for Congressmen poor 
shotes thet want to go 
Coz they can’t seem to git their grub no 
othenvays tlian so, 

An’ let your bes’ men stay to home coz 
they wun’t show ez talkers. 

Nor can’t be lured to fool ye an’ soF-soap 
ye at a caucus, — 

Long ’z ye set by Rotashun more’n je do 
by folks’s merits, 

Ez though experunce thriv by change o’ 
sile, like corn an’ kernts, — 

Long ’z you allow a critter’s “ claims” coz, 
spite o’ shoves an’ tippins. 

He’s kep’ his private pan jest where ’twould 
ketch nios’ public dnppins, — 

Long ’z A. ’ll turn tu an’ grin’^B ’s exe, ef 
B ’ll help him gnn’ hisn 
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(An tbet* the main Idee by which your 
leadlo men hev nicn) — 

Long *1 you let ary exe be groun ^e»^ 
*115 to cut the wcasan 
O eaealu thet dunno till they rc told nnit 
11 nn wTJt aln t Trenion — 

Long z ye give out commUslooi to a lob 
o peddOog dronea 

Thet trade in whisky with their men aod 
lion em to their bones, — 

Long z ye »lft out safe" candeniate* 
thet no one ala t afeard on 
Coz they’re so ihund rin eminent for bem 
nerer beard on 

An halo t no re c ord ez It ■ called for 
folki to pick Q holo in 
Ez ef it hurt a man to hev o bod> with 
a soul La 

An It vuz ofteatoshun to be showln on t 
about 

When half hU feDer ailzeni contrire to 
du without,— 

Long "z you suppose your \’otes can turn 
bSed kebho^ into bnun 
An ary man tbets popTai’s fit to drive a 
Tlghtoln -train, — 

Long z you bcllere democracy means Fn 
« good fs you be 

An thet^ feller from the ranki can t be 
a knave or booby — 
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Long ’z Congress seems purvided, like 
yer street cars an’ yer ’busses, 

With oilers room for jes’ one more o’ 
}our spiled-m-bakin’ cusses, 

Dough ’thout the emptms of a soul, an’ 
yit with means about ’em 
(Like essence-peddlers’) thet’Il make folks 
long to be without ’em, 

Jes’ heavy ’nough to turn a scale thet’s 
doubtfle the wrong way, 

An’ make their nat’ral arsenal o’ bein’ 
nasty pay, — 

Long ’z them things last (an’ / don’t see 
no gret signs of improvin’), 

I sha’n’t up stakes, not hardly yit, nor 
’twouldn’t pay for mo\in’, 

For, ’fore you lick us, it’ll be tlie long’st 
day ever j'ou see 

Yourn (ez I '\pec’ to be neV spring), 
B , Markiss o’ Big Boosy 


rustic euphemism for the Amencan vanety of 
the Mephitis 



Ftstina Ltnlc 


X> £> 

Once on a time there was a pool 
Fringed all about with Bag learrs cool 
And spotted with cow lines gansh 
Of frogs and pouts the ancient parhh, 
Alden the otaklng redwings sink on 
Tussocks that house Uhhe Dob o Un 
coin 

Hedged rouod the unastalled seclusion 
UTiero muikrais piled their eelU Car 
IhttiUn 

And many a moss-embroidered log 
The watering place of summer frog 
Slept and decayed u-llh pntient *kni 
As watenn{,*pkices sometimes mlL 

Now In this Abbey of ThHcnir 
\VhIch realUed the falrrsl drenm 
That crer dorlng bull-frog luid 
Sunned an a half-sunk lit) pad 
There rose a part) with n mhilon 
To mend the polllwogs condition 
\\ho noU^pJ the selectmen 
To call a meeting there and then 



FESTINA LENTE 


“Some kind of ‘^teps,” they said, “are 
needed , 

They don’t come on so fast as \ve did 
Let’s dock tlieir tads, if that don’t make 
’em 

Frogs b}' brevet, the Old One take ’em' 
That boy, that came the other daj 
To dig some flag-root down this way, 
Hts jack-knife left, and ’tis a sign 
That Heaven approves of our design 
’Twerc 'wicked not to urge the step on. 
When Providence has sent the weapon ” 

Old croakers, deacons of the mire, 

That led the deep batrachian choir, 

Uh’ Ul' Caro7tlI with bass that might 
Ha\e left Lablache’s out of sight. 

Shook nobby heads, and said, “ No go! 
You’d better let ’em try to grow 
Old Doctor Time is slow, but still 
He does know how to make a pill ” 

But \ain w'as all their hoarsest bass. 
Their old experience out of place, 

And spite of croaking and entreating. 

The vote was earned in marsh-meeting 

“Lord know's,” protest the poljmogs, 
“We’re anxious to be grown-up frogs, 
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But do oot undertfike the KOrk 
Of Nature tiB the prove a »hirk 
Tb not by jump* that ahe adnincM, 

But whis bCT way by amiimtanccs 
Pray wajt awhile until you know 
We re *o contrived as not to grow 
Let Nature take her own dnectlon 
And tho^ abaorb our Imperfection 
Yoh mightn’t Oke em to appear with 
But we must have the things to stcei 
with." 


No " piped the party of reform 
AB great results are taen bv storm 
Fate bolds her beat gifts till we show 
Were strength to make her let them 
SO 

No more reject the Age 9 chrism 
Your queues aro an ahachronisiti 
No more the Future's promise mock 
But lay year tails upon the block. 
Thankful that w© the means have voted 
To have you thus to frogs promotetL” 


The thmg was done, the tails were 
cr o pp e d . 

And home ea c h phiiotadpole bopped 
In faltl^^ewnrded to eruU 
And wait the beautiful result 



FJSST/NA LENTE 


Too soon it came, our pool, so long 
The theme of patriot bull-frogs’ song, 
Next day was reeking, fit to smother, 
With heads and tails that missed each 
other, — 

Here snoutless tails, there tailless snouts. 
The only gainers were the pouts 

MORAL 

From lower to the higher next. 

Not to the top, is Nature’s text, 

And embr}'o Good, to reach full stature, 
Absorbs the Evil in its nature 
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A Measafi:© of 
Jeff Davis In 

Secret Session ^ ^ 

CMJTCmALlT UfUVlEO 

KT iL itaunr 

I *601 you a messlge my frieos, t other 
day 

To tell you I d oothlxi pefUckler to sa> 

Twux the day our new oatloo gut Idn o 
stdTbora, 

So CVU2 my pleaaaot dooty t aeknow 
ledge the com 

Ad I ace clearly then ef I didn t before 

Thet the scugnr In loaugumtlon means 
boTt 

I needn't tell you thet my mewlge m-u2 
wr i tt en 

To dlfFoso co r rec notions In Franca an 
Gret Britten 

An ogln to i m p ress on the poppytar 
mind 

The comfort an wisdom o goln It 

M]«3 — 
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A M£:SSAGE OF JEFF DAVIS 


To vnj tliPt I didn’t nbalt not a hooter 

O’ nn filth m .i happ\ in’ {glorious 
futur, 

\l7. ncli in each soshk m’ p’hticUlc 

blessin’ 

E/ them thet we now bed the joj o’ 
posscbbin’. 

With a people united, an' lonp[in’ to die 

For uut •tuc call their countr), without 
a*;kin’ w hj , 

An’ all the grot thint;*; wt concluded to 
slope for 

E? much w ithin reach now C7 e\ er— to 
hope for 

Wc’\c all o’ the cllcrmcnts, this \cr} 
hour, 

Thet make up a fus’-class, self*go\ernu^ 
power 

We’\e a war, an’ a debt, an’ a flag) 
ef this y 

Ain’t to be mderpendunt, why, /wut on 
airth is’ ’ 

An’ nothin’ now* benders our takin’ our 
station 

Ez the freest, cnlightencdcst, cncrlized 
nation, 

Built up on our bran’-new pohlicklc 
thesis 

Thet a Gov’ment’s fust right isv^tumble 
to pieces, — 
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A MSSSAGB OF JEFF DAVIS 


I aaf DOtblo headers our takin our 
place 

Ez the very fua-be»t o the whole huroan 
race, 

A*«plttia to backer ez proud a you please 

On Vrctoryi bee carpets, or loafio at 
ease 

In the Toorne* firoot-parlour di*cu»tn 
a&ks 

With otu* heels on the baoks o Napoleon t 
new chairs, 

Aa pnocas a nuxla our cocktails an 
sliags — 

Excep w*l excep jeat a rtrj few things 

Sech ez aavies an annias an wher e w i th 
to pay 

An gittin our sogers to run t other way 

An not bo too ovor-pertJckler In tryin 

To bunt up the wj las ditches to die 
in. 

Tber’ are aitten so base thet they want 
it explained 

Jos’ wut it the toUe amount thet we ve 
gained, 

El ef we could maysuro stupcnjicrus eretrts 

By the low Yankee stan ard o dollars an 
cents 

They soei^to forgit, thet, sencc last year 
ren AW ro 
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A Af ESS AGE OF JEFF DAVIS 


succocdod Ml gittin’ ':c-crslK'd nn' 
dissol\cd, 

An’ tlut no one can’t hope to pit thru 
dii.‘;oIootion 

'Thout ‘;onic Kin’ o’ strain on the bc'it Con- 
stitootion 

Who asks for a prospcc’ more flcttrin’ an’ 
blight, 

When from here dean to Tc\as it’s all one 
free fight ^ 

Hnm’t we rescued from Scuard the gret 
leadin’ featurs 

Thet makes it wulh while to bo reasonin’ 
creators ’ 

Hain’t we sa\cd Habus Coppers, tmproted 
It in fact, 

B} suspendin’ the Unionists ’stid o’ the 
Act’ 

Ain’t the laws free to all’ Where on airth 
else d’}e see 

E\cr3 freeman improtm’ his own rope an’ 
tree’ 

It’s ne’ssary to take a good confident tone 

With the public, but here, jest amongst 
us, I own 

Things look blackcr’n thunder Ther’s no 
use denjin’ 

We’re clean out o’ money, arf ’most out 
o’ Ijm’,— 



A MESSAGE OF JEFF DAVIS 


Tut) thmp» a )‘ounK rmllon can i mcnna;^ 
without 

Ef the wants to look wot at her fust comln 
out; 

For tho fust fuppGts phpickle strcnf^lli 
while the second 

Gives a morril edvanlage thet s hard to 
be re ck oned 

For this latter I m wiHIn to du «ui 1 
can 

For the former you’ll hc\ to consult on a 
plan — * 

Though our /«/ want (an this pint I «.anl 
your best news on) 

It plaatiUe paper to pnnt I O I s on 

Some gennJemeo think it would cure all 
our cankers 

In the muj o finance ef we Jes lianged 
the bankers 

An I own the propo'le ud siquare alth my 
N’Jews 

Ef their Ih-et miimt all tbet ued left ein 
to lose. 

Some say ihet more confidence might U* 
Inspired 

Ef w* voted our dtles an towns to U 
fired,— 

A plan ihet ud suttcnly lax our endurance 

Coz *twouljiA» our own bQli we slwuld gU 
for th Insumnco 
l6S 


A MESSAGE OF JEFF DAVIS 


But cinders, no nutter hou svtrcd we 
think 'em, 

Mij^htn’l strike fun in nnndee/ j^ood sourci s 
of mcomc, 

Nor the people, perhaps, wouldn’t like the 
ccl.iw 

O' bein' ill turned into pa^tnot*^ In law 

Soint w int we should hu\ ill the cotton 
,in’ burn it, 

On .a pledije, when v.l\c gut thru the 
war, to return it, — 

Then to t.iki lilt, proceeds .m' hold f/cii 
cr st’cunt} 

For in issue o' bonds to be met at ma- 
turitj 

With an issue o’ notes to be paid in hard 
cash 

On the fus’ Monday tollenn’ the 'tarnal 
Allsmash 

This her a safe air, m’, once hold o’ the 
pold, 

'Ud lea\e our \ile plunderers out m the 
cold, 

An’ lurjrJif temp’ John Bull, ef it warn’t 
for the dip ho 

Once gut from the banks o’ mj own 
Massissippi 

Some think we could make, by arrangin’ 
the figgers, 

A bendy home-currencj out of our niggers, 

i66 



A AfES^AOB OF JEFF DAVIS 


But It wun*t du to lean much on ary aech 
■taff 

For they’re gittm tu current a ready by 
half 


One gennleman *ay» ef we leP our lotui 
out 

Where Floyd could git bold on t i/’d take 
it no doubt 

But ‘tain’t }«s the taklo though t bea! a 
good kwk 

We mui gU tuQthm out on It arter it's 
took. 

An we need now moren ever with eorrer 
I own. 

Thet some one another ebouM let ui a 
loan, 

Seoce a eoger wun*t Bgfat. on*y Jos’ while 
be drawl hie 

Pay down on the nail for the beat of all 
causes 

Tbout askln to know wut the quarrera 
about, — 

An once come to thet, why our game la 
played oat 

It! ei true ex though I shouldn’t never 
hev said it, 

Thet ahltdi hex took place in our lyitem 
iJ'ar^t 
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A MESSAGE OF JEFF DAVIS 


I swear it’s all right in m3 speeches an’ 
messigcs, 

But ther’s ideas afloat, cz ther’ is about 
sessigcs 

Folks wun’l take a bond ez a basis to trade 
on, 

Without nosin’ round to find out v.ut it's 
made on, 

^n’ the thought more an’ more thru the 
public mm’ crosses 

Thet our Tresh’ry hez gut ’mos’ loo man} 
dead bosses 

Wut’s called credit, 3'ou sec, is some like 
a balloon, 

Thet looks while it’s up ’most cz harn- 
some ’z a moon. 

But once git a leak in't, an’ wut looked 
so grand 

Caves right down in a jiff}'' ez flat ez 3 our 
hand 

Now the world is a dreffie mean place, 
for our sins, 

Where ther’ ollus is critters about with 
long pins 

A-pnclan’ the globes we’ve blowcd up with 
sech care, 

An’ provin’ ther’s nothin’ inside but bad 
air 

They’re all Stuart Millses, poor-wh^ trash, 
an’ sneaks, ^ ' 
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Wl^ut no more chivveriry’n Chocuirs or 
Creek*, 

Who think a real geonlenian 8 promiio 
to pay 

I* meant to bo took In tnule « o mar y way 

Them feller* an I couldn never agree 

Thsy^ro the nateral foe* o the Southun 
Idee 

1 d gladly t ftka all of our other rcsks on 
me 

To be red o this low-bved poUiflde con mj ! 


How a dastardly nodoo la gitUn about 

That our bladder U bust an the gas occon 
Out 

An odlesi we can menoage In acme way 
to stop It, 

"Why the thing’* a gone coon an we 
might « wal drop IL 

Brag work* wol at fuel, but It ain’t je* 
the thing 

For a ttiddy {nr'es’meot the shiners to 
bring 

An votin’ wo ro protp roua a hundred tune* 
over 

Wunk change bdn ttarved Into bvjn on 
ciover 

ManaJH^^ done sunthia tow nl» drarrin 
tUo wool 



A MESSAGE OF JEFF ‘ E AVIS 


O’er the green, anti-slavery eyes o’ John 
Bull 

Oh, wam't it a godsend, jes’ when sech 
tight fixes 

Wuz crowdin’ us mourners, to throw double- 
sixes I 

I wuz tempted to think, an’ it wuzn’t no 
wonder, 

Ther’ wuz reell}" a Providence, — over or 
under, — 

When, all packed for Nashville, I fust 
ascertained 

From the papers up North wut a victory 
we’d gained 

’Twuz the time for diffusin’ correc’ views 
abroad 

Of our union an’ strength an’ relyin’ on 
God, 

An’, fact, when I’d gut thru my fust big 
surpnse, 

I much ez half b’heved in my own tallest 
lies. 

An’ conveyed the idee tliet tlie whole 
Soutliun popperlace 

^uz Spartans all on the keen jump for 
VThermopperhes, 

Thet set on the Lincolnites’ bombs till tliey 
bust^. 



A ^f£SSAO£ OF JEFF DA VIS 

But Roanoke, Bufort, MiUipriog an the 
rest 

Of our recent starD-foremost successes out 
West 

Hsln*! left uj a foot for our swelUn to 
stand oo,— 

We*ve showed too oiucb o wnt Btiregard 
calls abojtdoH 

For aJI our Thermopperiles {an it's a 
marcy 

Wo faain t faed no more) hev ben clean 
vlcy varsy 

An vnt Spartans wux leT wtieo the battle 
wuz done 

Wax them tbet wus too unambitious to 
run. 

Oh ef WB hed oo j jes gut Reect^mtion 

Things now would ha ben In a differeot 
posit} on I 

'Vou’d ha bod all you wanted the paper 
blocdcade 

Smashed up Into toothpudcs — unlimited 
trade 

In the one thing thort oeedfle, till niggers 
I SWtJW 

Hed ben thldcer'n provisional shlnplasters 

galulne by the too ginst the shakes when 
they sem ye — 
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Nice paper to coin into C S A specie, 

The voice of the dnver’d be heerd in our 
land, 

An’ the univarse scnnge ef we lifted our 
hand 

Wouldn’t thet be some like a fulfillin’ the 
prophecies, 

With all the fus’ fem’lies in all the fiist 
offices? 

’Twuz a beautiful dream, an’ all sorrer is 
idle, — 

But ef Lincoln would ha’ hanged Mason 
an’ Slidell ' 

They ain’t o’ no good m Eurdpean pellices, 

But think wut a help they’d ha’ ben on 
their gallowsesl 

They’d ha’ felt they wuz truly fulfillin’ their 
mission, 

An’, oh, how dog-cheap we’d ha’ gut Ree- 
cognition ' 


But somehow another, wutever we’ve tned, 

Though the the’ry^’s fust-rate, the facs wwn’i 
coincide 

Facs are contrary ’z mules, an’ ez hard in 
the mouth, 

An’ they alius hev showed a mean spite 
to the South 

Sech bein’ the case, we hed best look about 
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A ifESSAGE OP JEFF DAVIS 

For »orae Idn o rray to iUp omr necla out 

L« t vote our las dollar ef one cam be 
foiind 

(An at any rate Totm It hex a good 
sound) — 

Lo • sw ear tbet to arms all our people 
is flyln 

(The critters can't read, an wun"! know 
how we re lyin') — 

Tbet Toombs Is advaitcin to sack Clndn 
nater 

With a rovm commlsrion to pniage an 
dibter — 

Tbet we ve tbrowed to the winds all regard 
for wut a law6e, ' 

An gone In for sufit^ promiscu sly awfle. 

Ye see, hitherto it's oar own knavee an 
fools 

Thet weSre used (those for whetstones, an 
t’otberv ex tools) 

An now our las ctmiwi is In puttln to 
test 

The same kin o cattle up North an out 
West 

I But Gennlemeo heres a despatch 

jes* come In 

Which showB tbet the tides begun tumln 
agin — 

Gret Ckanfednt success I Clumbus eeva 
-*^oatedl 
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A MESSAGE OF JEFF DA VI^ 

I mus’ run down an’ hev the thing' properly 
stated, 

An’ show wut a triumph it is, an’ how 
lucky 

To fin’lly git red o’ thet cussed Kentucky, — 

An’ how, sence Fort Donelson, winnm’ the 
day 

Consists in triumphantly gittin’ away 



Speech of 

Honourable Pre- 

serred Doe In ^ ^ 

Secr e t Caucus 

I thank ye, my friens, fisr the warmth o 
yoor groetln 

Thor^a few alrthJy blesun % but irut’s vaifl 
an fleetla 

But «f ther* U oo© thet haJn’t no crock# 
an fiawa, 

An If truth goln in for it s poplar ap- 
plauae 

It twda up the apeiita ez Utrly ei rockeU, 

An I fed h — wal down to the ©end o my 
pockets. 

Jea* lovin the poopi© i» Canaan In view 

But ha Canaan paid quarterly t hev em 
love you 

Ifa a bleaam thet'a brealdn out oUua in 
freeh epota 

It*! a foilerin Motes *tbout losln the fleslv 
pots. 

But, Gennlemen *BCU*e me, I ain’t tech 
^ raw cos 
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SPEECH IN SECRET CAUCUS 


Ez to go luggln’ ellerkence into a caucus, — 

Thet IS, into one where the call com- 
prehens 

Nut the People m person, but on’y tlieir 
friens , 

I’m so kin’ o’ used to convincin’ the 
masses 

Of th’ edvantage o’ bein’ self-governin’ 
asses, 

I forgut thet we're all o’ the sort thet pull 
wires 

An’ arrange for the public their wants an’ 
desires. 

An’ thet wut we hed met for wuz jes’ to 
agree 

Wut the People’s opinions in futur should 
be 

Now, to come to the nub, we’ve ben all 
disappinted. 

An’ our leadin’ idees are a kind o’ dis- 
jinted, — 

Though, fur ez the nateral man could dis- 
cern, 

Things ough’ to ha’ took ’most an opper- 
site turn 

But The’ry is jes’ like a tram on the 
rad, 

Thet, weather or no, puts her thru without 
fail, 
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SPEECH IN SECRET CAUCUS 

While Fac* • the olo *ta^ thet glU 
elougbed Id the rats. 

An ha to allow for your daroed efi an 
buts 

An »o nut Intendln no pcTs’nal reflection*. 

They don't— don t nut alius, thet I* — moke 
connectiotx* 

Sometime*, when It renlly doo* seem thet 
they’d mighter 

Combine je*t a kindly e new mm an 
water 

BothTl be Jest a sot In their way* ex a 
bagnct, 

Ez othervua-mloded a th eendi of a 
magnet 

An folks Ilhs you n me, thet aJnt cpt 
to be sold 

Git somehow or nother left out In the cold 

I expected fore this thout no gret of a 
rt)w 

JelT D would ha ben where A. Lincoln 
is now 

With Taney to say twuj all legle an 
lair 

An a Jury o Deemocrats ready to swear 

Thet the ingla o State gut throwed Into 
the ditch 

By the fault o the North in mlspladn 
t|fe switch. 
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SPEECH IN SECRET CAUCUS 

Things wuz ripenin’ fust-rate with Bu- 
chanan to nuss ’em , 

But the People they wouldn’t be Mexicans, 
cuss ’em’ 

Ain’t the safeguards o’ freedom upsot, ’z 
3'ou may sa)', 

Ef the right o’ rev’Iution is took clean 
away? 

An’ doesn’t tlie right pniny-f(^slty in- 
clude 

The bein’ entitled to nut be subdued’’ 

The fact is, we’d gone for the Union so 
strong. 

When Union meant South ollus nght an’ 
North wrong, 

Thet the People gut fooled into thinkin’ 
it might 

Worry on middlin’ wal with the North in 
the right 

We might ha’ ben now jest ez prosp’rous 
ez France, 

Where p’litikle enterprise hez a fair chance, 

An’ tlie People is heppy an’ proud et this 
hour, 

Long ez they hev the votes, to let Nap 
hev the power, 

But OKr folks they went an’ believed wut 
we’d told ’em, 

An’, the flag once insulted, no mortle could 
hold ’em 
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SPEBCM IN SECRET CAUCUS 


Twua penroHn je«t when we wui certin 
to win — 

An I for one, won't Uust the maases 
•gin 

For a people tbet knows much aln t 6 t 
to to fVee 

In tbeftdf-cockln back>action style o J D 

I can't tolleve now but wut half 00*1 is lies 

For who d thongbt the North wux agoln 
to rbe, 

Or take the pervoldn est kin of a stump 

'Tbout twur sunthln ea pressm e* Ga 
br'el • Uu trump? 

Or whod ha supposed arter tech swell 
an bluster 

Bout the ndMti7<teo-on<ye fighters they d 
muster 

Raised by band on bnJed lightnm ez 
opient X you please. 

In a primlhre furrest o femmilj trees — 

Whod ha thought tbet them Soathuners 
ever ud show 

Stnms with pedigrees to 'em like tboirn to 
the foe 

Or when the varaotln come ever to find 

Natral masters In front an mean white 
folks behind? 

By ginger ef 1 d ha known half I know 
^ow 
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SPEECH IN SECRET CAUCUS 


When I wuz to Congress, I wouldn’t, I 
swow, 

Hev let ’em cair on so high-minded an’ 
sarsy, 

’Thout some show o’ wut you may call 
vicy-varsy 

To be sure, we wuz under a contrac’ jes’ 
then , 

To be dreffle forbearin* towards Southun 
men, ^ 

We hed to go sheers in preservin’ the 
bellance 

An’ ez they seemed to feel thfey wuz wastin’ 
tlieir tellents 

’Thout some un to kick, ’twarn’t more’n 
proper, you know. 

Each should funnish his part, an’ sence 
they found the toe. 

An’ we wuzn’t cherubs — wal, we found the 
buffer. 

For fear thet the Compromise System 
should suffer 


I wun’t say the plan hedn’t unpleasant 
featurs, — 

For men are perverse an’ onreasonm’ 
creators. 

An’ forgit thet in this life ’tain’t likely to 
heppen 



SPEECH IN SECRET CAUCUS 


Tbeir own pnvit fancy ihould oUus be 
cappeo — 

But it worked Jest ez smooth ei the key 
of a safe. 

An the gret Union bcanns played free 
from all chafe. 

They warn t hard to suit, ef they bed their 
own way 

An we (thet U some on us) made the 
thing pay 

T'wuz a fhlr gtvo an take out of Uncle 
Sam s heap 

Ef tfiey took wut wamt ibom wut we 
give come ex cheap 

The elect gut the offices down to tide- 
waiter 

The people took sldnniO ez mild ez a 
tater 

Seemed to choose who they wanted hi 
footed the bQls 

An felt kind o z though they wui ba%*in 
their wHls 

Which kep em ez haxinless an cherfle 
ez cridcets, 

WTiHe an we I n vested mroz names on the 
tickets 

Wal ther*s nothin for folks fond o lib ral 
consumption 

Free o charge like democacy tempe r ed 
^th gumption I 

101 



SPEECH IN SECRET CAUCUS 


Now wam’t thet a system woitli pains in 
presarvin’, 

Where the people found jints an’ their 
friens done the carvin’, — 

Where the many done all o’ their thinlcin’ 
by prosy, 

An’ were proud on’t ez long ez ’twuz 
chnstened Democ’cy, — 

Where tlie few let us sap all o’ Freedom’s 
foundations, 

Ef you call it reformin’ with prudence 
an’ patience, 

An’ were willin’ Jeff’s snake-egg should 
hetch with the rest, 

Ef you writ “ Constitootional ” over the 
nesf^ 

But it’s all out o’ kilter (’twuz too good 
to last). 

An’ all jes’ by J D ’s perceedin’ too fast, 

Ef he’d on’y hung on for a month or two 
more. 

We’d ha’ gpit things fixed niceFn they 
hed ben before 

Afore he drawed off an’ leP all m confusion, 

We wuz safely entrenched in the ole Con- 
stitootion, 

With an outlyin’, heavj^-gun, casemated 
fort 

To rake all assailants, — I mean th’ S J 
Court 
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SPEECH IN SECRET GA ECUS 


Now I ocverTl acknowledge (nut ef you 
sbouJd skin me) 

Twin wise to abandon tech works to 
the In my 

An let him fin out that wirt scared him 
so long 

Our whole line of argymeots lookin so 
strong 

AH our ScTiptur* an law erery the ry an 
far * 

Win Qujdter-guns daubed with Pro-slavery 
black. 

Why «f the Repubnenns ever should git 

Andy Johnson or some one to lend em 
the Wit 

An the spunk jes* to mount ConsPtootioo 
an Court 

With Colombtad guns, your real ekle 
rights sort, 

Or drill out the spike from the ole Dedara 
tlon 

Tbet can kerry a soUd shot clearn roun 
creation 

Wo d better take mayaures for ihettln up 
shop 

An put 00 our stock by a rendoo or swop 


But they wun*! never dare tu you’ll 


see 



SPEECH IN SECRET CAUCUS 


’Fore tliey ventur to go where their 
doctrines ’ud lead ’em 

They’ve ben talcin’ our pnncerples up ez 
we dropt ’em, 

An’ thought it wuz terrible ’cute to adopt 
’em , 

But they’ll fin’ out ’fore long thet their 
hope’s ben deceivin’ ’em, 

An’ thet pnncerples ain’t o’ no good, ef 
j^ou b’lieve in ’em , 

It makes ’em tu stiff for a party to 
use. 

Where they’d ough’ to be easy ’z an ole 
pair o’ shoes 

If we say’n our pletform thet all men are 
brotliers. 

We don’t mean thet some folks ain’t more 
so’n some others. 

An’ it’s wal understood tliet we make a 
selection. 

An’ thet brotlierhood kin’ o’ subsides arter 
’lection 

The fiist thing for sound politicians to 
larn is, 

Thet Truth, to dror kindly in all sorts o’ 
harness, 

Mus’ be kep’ in the abstract, — for, come 
to apply it. 

You’re ept to hurt some folks’s intensts 
by It s 



SPEECH IN SECEBT CAUCUS 


Wal these era RepubUoma (lome oq em) 
ecu 

Ei though gli>eral nxenims nd *uit speshle 
&cti 

An there B -where wet’ll nick em* there s 
•where thcyTl be lost 

For epplyio jour pnocerple i wvt mwkrs 
It c«i*t 

An folki doo t wjuit Fourth o July F 
Interfere 

With the bodoess coosams o the rest o 
the year 

No more n they want Sunday to pry an 
to peek 

Into wut they are dohi the rest o the 
week- 


A gmodtie statetoaan ihouJd be on hu 
guard, 

Ef be bev belief nut to b’Here em 
tu bard 

For ex »ure ei be doe*, he’ll bo Wartm* 
em out 

’Thout regmrdin the oatur o man more n 
a apout. 

Nor It don t ask mocfa gumption to pick 
out a fiaw 

In a party whose leaders are loose In the 
*»5 



SPEECH IN SECRET CAUCUS 


An’ so m onr own case I ventur to hint 

Thet we’d better nut air our perceedm’s 
in print, 

Nor pass resserlootions ez long ez your 
arm 

Thet may, ez things heppen to turn, du 
us harm , 

For when you’ve done all your real meanm’ 
to smother, 

The darned thmgs’ll up an’ mean sunthm’ 
or ’nother 

JeflF’son prob’ly meant wal with his “ born 
free an’ ekle”, 

But it’s turned out a real crooked stick 
in the selile. 

It’s taken full eighty-odd year — don’t you 
see? — 

From the pop’lar belief to root out thet 
idee. 

An’, arter all, suckers on ’t keep buddin’ 
forth 

In the nat’IIy onpnncipled mind o’ the 
North 

No, never say nothin’ without you’re com- 
pelled tu. 

An’ then don’t ^ay nothin’ thet you can 
be held tu. 

Nor don’t leave no fnction-idees layin’ 
loose 

For the ign’ant to put to mcend’ary i^e 
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You know I m n feller Ihet kecpi a sklnocd 
eye 

On tl\8 leetle erent* thet go ikurryln 

by 

Coi lit ofner by them than by gret one* 
yoa^l see 

Wut the pTlUckle weather i* likely to be. 

Now I don't think tbe South • more a 
begun to bo Lcked, 

But 1 du think, ez Jeff say*, tbe wind-bag's 
gut pndced 

ItH blow for a tpell on keep pufSn an 
wbeezia 

Tbe tighter our army an navy keep 
squeedn — 

For they can t help •preod«eaglelo long x 
the?8 a mouth 

To blow Enfield « Speaker thru leT at the 
South. 

But it’s high time for os to be settln our 
fioces 

Towards reconstructln tbe national basis 

With an eye to beglnnln agin on tbe JoUj 
ticks 

We used to chalk up lilnd tbe backdoor 
o politics 

An the fus thing's to save wut of Slav'ry 
tber’s leP 

Alter this (I mus caH it) imprudence o 
»»7 



SPEECH IN SECRET CA UCUS 


For a real good Abuse, with its roots fur 
an’ wide, 

Is the Inn’ o’ thing / like to Jiev on my 
side, 

A Scriptur name makes it ez sweet cz 
a rose, 

An’ It’s tougher the older an’ uglier it 
grows — 

(I ain’t spealnn’ now o’ the nghteousness 
of it, 

But the p’hticlcle purchase it gnes, an’ 
the profit) 


Things look pooty squall), it must be 
allowed, 

An’ I don’t see much signs of a bow in 
the cloud 

TheFs too many Deemocrals — leaders, 
wut’s wuss — 

Thct go for the Union ’thout carin’ a cuss 

Ef It helps ary party thet ever wuz heard 
on. 

So our eagle ain’t made a split Austrian 
bird on 

But ther’s still some consarvative signs 
to be found 

Thet shows the gret heart o’ tlie People 
IS sound 

(Excuse me for usin’ a stump phrase a^n, 
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But, 0005 In the way on t they mil itlclc 
like tin) 

There i Philhps for Instance bei jes 
ketebed « Tartar 

In the Law n -Order Party of ole Cliv 
emnater 

An the CompromUo System ain't gone 
out o reach 

Long *1 you keep the right Ibnltf on 
freedom o apoech. 

T'wam’t none too late neither to put 
on the gag 

For he t dangerout now* he goes m for 
the flag 

Kut thet I altogether approve o bod 

egg* 

They’ra mo* gloTIy argymunt on us Ins 
1 ^— 

An their logic U ept tc bo tu indis- 
criminate 

Nor don t oUui wait the right objecs to 
Tlmlnate 

But there is a variety on em, you’ll 
hnd 

Jest <a usefle on more, beaide* bein 
refined — 

I mean o the sort thet ore laid by the 
dictionary 

Sech « sophUm* an cant thetH kerrj 
^convlctioo ary 
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Way thct you want to the right class o’ 
men, 

An’ are staler tlian all ’t ever come from 
a hen 

“ Disunion ” done wal till our resh Soutliun 
friends 

Took the savour all out on’t for national 
ends, 

But I guess “Abolition” ’ll nork a spell 

yit. 

When the war’s done, an’ so will “ Forgne- 
an’-forgit ” 

Times mus’ be pooty thoroughly out o 
all jint, 

Ef we can’t make a good constitootional 
pint, 

An’ the good time’ll come to be grindin’ 
our exes. 

When tlie war goes to seed in the nettle 
o’ texes 

Ef Jon’than don’t squirm, with sech helps 
to assist him, 

I give up my faith in the free-suffrage 
system , 

Democ’cy wun’t be nut a mite interestin’, 

Nor p’htikle capital much wuth investin’. 

An’ my notion is, to keep dark an’ la} 
low 

Till we see the right minute to put m 
our blow c 

190 



SPEECH IN SECRET CAUCUS 


But IVe talked longer now □ 1 bed any 
Wee, 

An ther*! othen you want to bear mor’n 
you du mo 

So m (ct down on gl\-e tbet ere bottle 
a ■krunnoago, 

For 1 VO spoke till I m dry cz a renl gras-eu 
Imago. 



Sunthin’ m the 
Pastoral Line 




Oncp git a smell o’ musk into a draw, 

An’ It clings hold like prcccrdcnts in law 

Your gran’ma’am put it there, — when, 
goodness Icnows, — 

To jes’ this-worldify her Sunday clo’es, 

But the old chist w un’t sarte her gran’son’s 
w ifc 

(For, ’ihout new funntloor, w ut good m 
hfe'-*), 

An’ so ole claw foot, from the prccinks 
dread 

O’ the spare chamber, slinks into the shed, 

Where, dim with dust, it fust or last sub- 
sides 

To holdin’ seeds an’ fifty things besides, 

But better days stick fast in heart an’ 
husk, 

An’ all you keep in’t gits a scent o’ musk 

Jes’ so aMth poets wut they’ve airly read 

Gits kind o’ wwked into their heart an’ 
head, 
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So 8 they can't seem to write but Jest 
on sheen 

With fumn countries or playedwnrt aleen 
Nor her a fedin ef It doo«n t smadc 
0 wtrt eome critter drase to feel “wsy 
back 

This titakes cm talk o daisies larks, 
an things, 

Ex though wed nothin hero thet blows 
an tings 

(Why rd give more for one Hvo bobolink 
Than a square mBe o larks In ptrinterif 
Ink) — 

This otakes em think our hm o May 
Is May 

Which tslo t for aS the almanicks can 

say 

0 UUle dty gals don't never go It 
Bfind on the word o noospaper or poctl 
They’re ^ to puff an May-day seldom 

looks 

Up In the country ex It does In books 
They’re no njore Dke than hornets nests 
on Mves, 

Or printed aarmona be to holy live#. 

1 '^th my trousei p er ch ed on cowhide 

boots, 

Tuggin my foundered feet out by the roots, 
Hev s^en ye come to Slog on s hearse 
(■9^) IR3 H 
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Your muslin nosegays from the milliner’s, 

Puzzlin’ to find dry ground your queen to 
choose, 

An’ dance jour throats sore in morocker 
shoes 

I’ve seen ye, an’ felt proud, thet, come 
wut would. 

Our Pilgnm stock wuz pithed with hardi- 
hood 

Pleasure doos make us Yankees kind o’ 
winch, 

Ez though ’tw'uz sunlhin’ paid for by the 
inch, 

But j'lt w'e du contrive to u'crr)' thru’ 

Ef Dootj' tells us thet the thing’s to du, 

An’ kerry a hollerdaj', ef we set out, 

Ez stiddily ez though ’twuz a redoubt 

I, countrj^-bom an’ bred, know where to 
find 

Some blooms thet make the season suit 
the mind, 

An’ seem to metch the doubtin’ bluebird’s 
notes, — 

Half-vent’nn’ liverw’orts m furry coats, 

Bloodroots, whose rolled-up leaves ef jou 
oncurl. 

Each on ’em’s cradle to a baby-pearl, — 

But tliese are jes’ Spring’s pickets, sure 
ez sin, 
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The rebble frortiTl try to drive cm In 
For hali oiir Maj** bo awfully Uko Mayn t, 
Twoold rile a. Shakor or an orrigo saint 
Thoogh I own up I Hka our back’ard 
ipnngs 

The* kind o’ haggie with thdr greens an 
things 

An when you moat give up 'ithout tnore 

To&b the fields full o blossomS} leaves, 
an Urda 

Thett Northun oatur slow an apt to 
doubt, 

Bat when It doas gu aUrrtd ther s no 
giiKnrtl 

Fust come the bUckblrds cUtt’nn In 
tmU trees, 

An lettiln things In windy Coogreeses — 
Queer politicians, thoogh for I’ll be 
sidnoed 

Ef all on em don t bead aginst the wincL 
Fore long the trees begin to sbcrw belief — 
The maple crimson* to • caaraj reef 
Then saffem swarms swing off from all 
the willers 

Slo plump they look 13a) ynller caterpillars. 
Then grey hosscbes nuts leetle hands un 
fold 

Softer’n a bsby’a be at three days oW 
>95 



SUNTHIN". IN THE 


1 lict’s robin - redbreasl'i. almanick, lie 
knows 

Thct artcr this ther’s oni} blossom-snow s. 

So, choosin’ out a hand} crotch an’ spouse, 

He goes to plast’rm’ liis adobe house 

Then seems to come a liitch, — things Jag 
behind, 

Till some fine mornm’ Spring malcts up 
her mind. 

An’ cz, when snow -swelled n\crs errsh 
their dams 

Heaped up with icc thct do\clails in .in' 
jams, 

A leak comes spirtin’ thru some pin-hole 
cleft, 

Grow’s stronger, fcrcer, tears out right 
an’ left, 

Then all the waters bow' themsehes an’ 
come, 

Suddm, in one gret slope o’ sheddenn’ 
foam, 

Jes’ so our Spring gits e\er}'thin’ in tunc 

An’ gives one leap from Apnl into June 

Then all comes crowdin’ in, afore you 
tliink. 

Young oak-leaves mist the side-hill woods 
w'lth pink, 

The catbird m the lajlock bush is loud. 

The orchards turn to heaps o’ rosj' cjoud, 
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Red cedam blo»»oiii tu though few folks 
know it 

An look all dipt in *aa«hine like a poet 

The nme tree* pile tbetr solid stacks o 
shade 

An drowtljr dminer with the bees sweet 
trade 

In ellum-thrmids the flashin hangbird 
cGnga 

An for the summer vy*ge his hammock 
•Ungi 

All down the loose walled lanes m ut^in 
bowers 

The baxbry dn>:rps ita strings o golden 
Eowen 

Whose fihnnkln hearts the school gals 
lore to try 

With pins — theyTl worry yonm so, boja, 
bimebyl 

But I don't love your catlogue style — do 
you? — 

El ef to sell off Natur by vendoo 

One word with blood In t s twice ez good 
ez two 

'Nuff aedl Junes bridesman, poet o the 
year 

Gladness on wings, the bobolink, is here 

Half-hid in tip-top apple-blooms he swings 

Or climbs agmst the bre eze with quivmn 
wings, 
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with the ooe cuss 1 can’t lay on tho 
shelf 

The crook'dest stick In all the heap — 
Myselt 

Twm 80 las Sabbath arter mertlD-tlme 
Findin my feelln a wouldn t noways rhyme 
With twbody ■ but off the beodle flew 
An took things from an cast wind p\nt 

0 view 

1 started off to kne me in the hlUs 
Where the plnca be> up back o *Slah s 
Mins 

riaea, ef you’re Uue, arc the beat friends 

1 know 

They mope on elgh an sheer your feelln t 
so — 

They hesb the ground beneoth so tu I 
swan 

You half forgit you vo gut O body on 


Ther’e a small school us there where four 
roads meet. 

The doorsteps hoUcred out by little feet. 
An tide-posts carved with names whoso 
owmere gre w 

To gret men, some on cm an deacons, tu 
Tain t used no longer cm the town hei 
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Faith Hope, an aunthln ef it Isn t 
Cherrity 

Itf want o guile an thet t ez gret a 
rarity — 

^Vh^8 Fancy*! cushio free to Pnnce and 
Clown 

Itlakei the hard bench ez »eft ez inilk 
weed-down 

Now fore I knowed that Sabbath arter 
noon 

Thet I »ot out to tramp myeelt in tune, 

I found me In the echool uz on my leat 
Drummln the march to No-whert* with 
my feet 

Thlnkln o nothin I ve beerd ole folki lay 
If a bard kind o dooty lo Its way 
It*! thinldn everrthln you ever knew 
Or ever henm to make your feelm t blue. 

1 aot there tryln thet on for a rpell 
I thought o the Rebellion then □ Hell 
Whlcli some folks tell ye now ii jest a 
metterfor 

(A the ry p raps, It wun t Jttl none the 
better for) 

1 thought o Reconstruction wut we d win 
Patchlo our potent aeU-blow-up agin 
I thought ef this ere mtHan o the wits 
So much a month wam*t givin Natur 
fit*,— 
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Ef folks warn’t druv, findm’ their own milk 
fail, 

To work the cow thet hez an iron tail, 
An’ ef idecs ’thout npenin’ in the pan 
Would send up cream to humour arj man 
From this to thet I let my worrj'in’ creep, 
Till finally I must ha’ fell asleep 

Our lives in sleep are some like streams 
thet glide 

’Twixt flesh an’ sperrit boundin’ on each 
side. 

Where both shores’ shadders kind o’ mix 
an’ mingle 

In sunthin’ thet ain’t jes’ like either single, 
An’ when you cast off moonn’s from To- 
day, 

An’ down towards To-morrer drift awaj. 
The imiges thet tengle on the stream 
Make a new upside - down’ard world o’ 
dream 

Sometimes they seem like sunnse-strealis 
an’ warmn’s 

O’ wmt’ll be in Heaven on Sabbath mor- 
nin’s. 

An’, mixed right m ez ef jest out o’ spite, 
Sunthm’ thet says your supper ain’t gone 
right 

I’m gret on dreams, an’ often, when I 
wake, 
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I w lived so much It mokes my roem ry 
ache. 

An can t akurce take a cat-oop iQ my cheer 
Thout hevin cm some good, some bad 
aQ queer 

Now I wui setUn where I d ben it seemed. 
An ain't sure yit whether I r'oU) dreamed 
Nor ef I did how long 1 might ha sJep 
\Vhen I hcam some un stompin up the 
step 

An kwkin round, cf two an two make 
four 

I see a Pilgrim Father In the door 
He wore a steepi^hat, tali boots on spurs 
With rtrvoli to em big es cbes nut burrs 
An bis gret sword behind him sloped 
awa> 

Long z a mans speech that duono wut 
to «ay — 

Ef your name • Blgiow an your given 
name 

Hosee,” scz he. Us arter you I came 
I’m your gret-gnio ther mulbpUed by 
three." — 

My wutl” sez 1 — Your gret-gret-gret ” 
sex he 

You wouldn’t ha never ben here but 
for me. 

Two hundred an three year ago thu May 
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1 he ship I come in sailed up Boston Ba} , 

I’d ben a cunnic in our Ciyil War, — 

But wut on airth bevj'ou gut up one for'^ 

Coz we du things m England, ’tam’t for 
you 

To git a notion you can du ’em tu 

I’m told you write m public prints ef 
true. 

It’s nateral you should know a thing or 
two ” — 

“Thet air’s an arg3munt I can’t en- 
dorse, — 

’Twould prove, coz )'0u wear spurs, you 
kep’ a horse, 

For brains,” sez I, "wnatever you may 
think. 

Ain’t boun’ to cash tlie drafs o’ pen-an’- 
ink, — 

Though mos’ folks write ez ef they hoped 
jes’ quickenin’ 

The chum would argoo skim milk into 
thickenin’. 

But skim milk ain’t a thing to change 
its view 

O’ wut it’s meant for more’n a smoky 
flue 

But du pray tell me, ’fore we furder go, 

How m aU Natur did you come to know’^ 

’Bout our affairs,” sez I, “in Kingdom- 
Come?” — 
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“ Jes’ so it wuz !th me,” sez I, “ I swow, 
When / wuz younger’n wut you see me 
now, — 

Nothin’ from Adam’s fall to Huldj’s 
bonnet, 

Thet I warn’t full-cocked with my jedg-- 
ment on it, 

But now I’m gittin’ on in life, I find 
It’s a sight harder to make up my mind,— 
Nor I don’t often try tu, when events 
Will du it for me free of all expense 
The moral question’s ollus plain enough, — 
It’s jes’ tlie human-natur side thet’s tough , 
Wut’s best to think mayn’t puzzle me or 
you,— 

The pinch comes in decidin’ wut to du 
Ef you read History, all runs smooth ez 
grease, 

Coz there the men ain’t nothin’ more’n 
idees, — 

But come to viahe it, ez we must to- 
day, 

Th’ idees hev arms an’ legs an’ stop the 
way 

It’s easy fixin’ things in facts an’ figgers,— 
They can’t resist, nor warn’t brought up 
with niggers , 

But come to try your the’ry on, — why, then 
Your facts an’ figgers change to ign’ant 
men 
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Acrin « ngly " Smite em hip nn 

thigh !” 

Sci gran ther and let evciy man-chiW 
dlel 

Oh for three weekt o Crommlo on the 
Lordl 

Up I»r*el to jwif tents nn grind the 
•wordl” — 

Thet kind o thing worked wal In olo 
Judee, 

But you forglt how long Its ben A.O 

You think thet** elleikence, — I call it 
•hoddy 

A thing" sot I wuot cover soul nor 
body 

I like the plain aU-wool o common sense 

Thet warms ye now on will a twehe 
month hftoce- 

You took to follenn where the Prophet* 
bedumed 

An fust you knowed on back come 
Charles the Second 

Now wut I want** to her oD ttw gam stick 

An not to vtart Millennium too quick 

MrC haln*t to punish only but to keep 

An the cure s gut to go a cent ry deep — 
^Val mUk-on water am t the best o 
glue" 

Sei he an *o youH find afore you re 
thru 
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Ef reshness venters sunthin’, shilly-shally 
Loses ez often wut’s ten times the vally 
Thet exe of ourn, when Charles’s neck 
gut split, 

Opened a gap thet ain’t bridged over yit 
Slav’ry’s your Charles, the Lord hez gin 
the exe ” 

“Our Charles,” sez I, “hez gut eight 
million necks 

The hardest question ain’t the black man’s 
right, 

The trouble is to ’mancipate the white. 
One’s chained in body an’ can be sot free. 
But t’other’s chained m soul to an idee 
It’s a long job, but we shall worry thru 
It, 

Ef bagnets fail, the spelhn’-book must du 
It”— 

“Hosee,” sez he, “I think you’re goin’ 
to fail 

The rattlesnake ain’t dangerous in the tail , 
This ’ere rebellion’s nothin’ but the rettle, — 
You’ll stomp on thet an’ think you’ve won 
the bettle. 

It’s Slavery thet’s the fangs an’ thinkin’ 
head. 

An’ ef you want salvation, cresh it dead, — 
An’ cresh it suddin, or you’ll lam by waitin’ 
Thet Chance wun’t stop to listen to de- 
batin’ I ” — 
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God’s truth I'* s« 1 — an ef 7* held the 
dub 

An knowed jcs* where to strike — but 
there s the rubl" — 

Strike soon ” set he, or you’ll be deadly 
■aUn — 

Folks tbet s aieared to &11 are sure o 
hiUin t 

God hates your tneakln cretirrs tbet bo" 
Here 

Hell settle thln^ th^ run away an leave I” 

He brought his foot down femJy ex he 
•poke. 

An gtre me sech a startle thei I woke. 



Latest Views 
of Mr. Biglow 




Ef I a song or two could make, 

Like rockets druv by their own burnin’, 
All leap an’ light, to leave a wake 

Men’s hearts an’ faces sk3'ward turnin’ ' — 
But, it strikes me, ’tain’t jest the time 
Fer stnngin’ words with settisfaction 
Wut’s wanted now’s tlie silent rhyme 
’Twixt upright Will an’ downnght Ac- 
tion 


Words, ef you keep ’em, pay their keep, 
But gabble’s the short cut to ruin. 

It’s gratis (gals half-price), but cheap 
At no rate, ef it benders doin’, 

Ther’s nothin’ wuss, ’less ’tis to set 
A martyr-prem’um upon jawrin’ 
Teapots git dangerous, ef j'ou shet 
Their lids down on ’em with Fort Warren 


’Bout long enough it’s ben discussed 
Who sot tlie magazine afire, 
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An wViether ef Bob W\ckJiffe bust, 

T" would scare ys more or blow ns higher 
D ye Bposo the Gret Foreseer's plan 
Wtu settled fer him In town-meetm ? 
Or thct thcr’d beo no Fall o Man 
Ef Adam d on y bit a ewectiQ ? 

Oh, Jon than, ef you want to 
A rugged chap agin an hearty 
Go fer wutererTl hurt joff D 
Nut wut'll boo« up ary party 
Here a hell broke loose, on we lay Hat 
With half the tmtTarse a-nngem 
Till Sen tor This an Gor*nor Thet 
Stop squabbtm fer the gardingAngiru 

It's war were IQ, not politic* 

Its systems wrasUln now not parties 
An victory In tB© ©end’ll fix 

Where longest will an truest heart i*. 
An wuts the Guv^ment fons about? 

Trydn to hope tiler’s nothin doin 
An look ex though they didn t doubt 
Sunthin pertlckler wux a-brewln 


Ther's cntters ylt thet talk an act 
Fer wut they call Coacination 
They’d hand a buff’lo-drove a. tract 
When they wux madder than all Bashan. 



LATEST^ VIEWS OF 


Conciliate’ it jest means he licled. 

No metier how they pl\rase an’ tone it, 
It means thet we’re to set down licked, 
Thet we’re poor shotes an’ glad to ow n 
It' 

A war on tick’s ez dear ’z the deuce, 

But it wun’t leave no lastin’ traces, 

Ez ’twould to make a sneakin’ truce 
Without no moral specie-basis 
Ef greenbacks ain’t nut jest the cheese, 

I guess ther’s evils thet’s evtremer, — 
Fer instance, — slnnplaster idees 
Like them put out by Gov’nor Sejmour 

Last j’ear, the Nation, at a word. 

When tremblin’ Freedom cned to shield 
her. 

Flamed w'eldm’ into one keen sword 
Waitin’ an’ longin’ fer a wnelder 
A splendid flash ' — but how’d the grasp 
With sech a chance ez thet wuz tally’ 
Ther’ warn’t no meamn’ m our clasp, — 
Half this, half thet, all sliillj-shallj 

More men? More Man' It’s there we 
fail. 

Weak plans grow weaker yit by length- 
enin’ 
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Wut xiio in nddln to the tall 

When It I the heade to need o itrength- 
emn ? 

We wanted one that felt all Chief 
From roots o hair to sole o stockm 

Squ&re-aot with Ihousan-ion belief 
In him an us, ef earth went rocldn I 

Ole Hkldry wooldn t ha stood see-saw 
Bout doln thln^ till they wux done 
with — 

Hod smashed the tables o the Law 
In time o need to load bis gun anth 

He cooldo t tee but Jest one side — 
Efhis, twuiGoda,an thet wui plentj 

An so his FoTrard)! multiplied 
An army’s Eghtin weight by twenty 

But this ere histin creak, creak, creak. 
Your cappen i heart up with a derrick, 

This tryin to coax a bgfatnln -streak 
Out of a half-discouraged bay rkk 

This hsngin on monf artcr mont* 

Fer one sharp purpose moogst the 
twhter — 

I tell ye It doos kind o tfunt 
The peth on sperit of a critter 

In six months whcre^ the People be 
1^ leadan look on rerolutlon 
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Et though it \vm a cup o’ tea, — 

Jest social el’inents in, solution’ 

This weighin’ things doos w.il enough 
When war cools doun, an’ comes to 
writin’, 

But while It’s niakin’, the true stuO* 

Is pison-mad, pig-headed fighlin’ 

Democ’ac}' gives every man 
The right to be his own oppressor, 

But a loose Gov’ment ain’t the plan. 
Helpless ez spilled beans on a dresser 
I tell ve one thing w'e might lam 

From them smart critters, tlie Seceders, — 
Ef bein’ nght’s the fust consarn, 

The ’fore-the-fust’s cast-iron leaders 

But ’pears to me I see some signs 
Thet we’re agoin’ to use our senses 
Jeff druv us into these hard lines. 

An’ ough’ to bear his half th’ expenses, 
Slavery’s Secession’s heart an’ wall. 

South, North, East, West, where’er you 
find it. 

An’ ef it drors in the War’s mill. 

D’ye say them thunder-stones sha’n’t 
grind it? 

D’ye spose, ef JeflF giv /itm a lick. 

Ole Hick’rj^’d tried his head to sof’n 
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So s twt)uidn*t burt tbet ebony stick 
Tbet's iQAde our aide lee stars so of n? 
No I bod ha thonderod oa your 
knees 

An own one flag one road to glory I 
Soft heartedne**, in dmee Uko these 
Shows soroeM In the upper story 1" 

An why should wo kfclt up a muss 
About tbo Pree’dunt's proclamation? 

It am^t agdn to lib rate us, 

£f we don't tike emancapation 
The right to be a cussed fool 
Is safe from aH devicss human 
It's common (es a glnl rule) 

To every entter bom o woman- 

So we’re aU ngbt, an 1 ler one, 

Don't thmk our cause’ll lot© in vally 
By mmmin Scrlptur In our gun 
An glttin Natur fer an ally 
Thank God, say I £w even a plan 
To lift one hotnan bein*B level 
Give one more chance to make a man, 
Or anyhow to spile a devil I 

Not thet I m one ihet much expec 
Mlllennmm by expms to-morrer 
They mnH miscarry — I recTec 
Tu many on am, to my serrer 
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Men ain’t made angels in a da}', 

No matter how you ipould an’ labour 
’em, — 

Nor ’ngmal ones, I guess, don’t stay 
With Abe so of’n cz ^\^th Abraham 

The’ry thinks Fact a pooly thing. 

An’ wants the banns read right 
ensuin’ , 

But Fact wun’t noways \\ear tlie ring 
’Thout years o’ setlin’ up an’ wooin’, 

Though, arter all, Time’s dial-plate 
Marks cent’nes with the minute-finger. 

An’ Good can’t never come tu late. 
Though It doos seem tu tr>' an’ linger 

An’ come wut will, I think it’s grand 
Abe’s gut his will et last bloom- 
furnaced 

In tnal-flames till it’ll stand 
The strain o’ bein’ in deadly earnest 

Thet’s wut we want, — we want to know 
The folks on our side hez the braieiy' 

To b’lieve ez hard, come weal, come woe. 
In Freedom ez Jeff doos in Slaverj' 

Set the two forces foot to foot. 

An’ ever}' man knows who’ll be winner, 

Whose faith in God hez ary root 
Thet goes down deeper than his dinner 

3I6 ' 



BIGLOW 


TJun twUl b« felt from pole to pole 
Without no o^ed o prodamallon 
Earths blggwt Country*# fpit her soul 
An risen up Earth s Greatest Nation 1 
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Kettelopotomachia ^ ^ 

P Ovidu Nasonis carmen beroicum macaronicura 
perplexametrum, inter Gctas gctico more compostum, 
denuo per medium ardentispintualem, adjmante 
mensk diabolice obsessa, recuperatum, curaque Jo 
Conradi Schwarzii umbras, alns necnon plunmis 
adjuvantibus, restitutum 

LIBER I 

Punctorum garretos colens et cellara Qum- 
que, 

Guttenbus quae et gaudes sundayam 
abstingere frontem, 

Pleruraque insidos sohta fluitare hquore 
Tanglepedem quern homines appellant Di 
quoque rotgut, 

Pimpludis, rubicundaque, Musa, O bour- 
bonolensque, 5 

Fenianas nxas procul, alma, brogppo- 
tentis 

Patnai cyathos iterantis et homda bella, 
Backos dum vindes vindis Bngitta re- 
mittit, 

Linquens, eximios celebrem, da, Virgim- 
enses 
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i ksttslopotoma cm a 


Rowde*, prowdpue et T*, heros oJte 
Polardel Jo 

Insigno juvenesque, lUo certamme \icto* 

Colemane, Tylcrc, noc voa oblivlone re- 
llriquam. 

Ampla oqullae lnv>cla® fiimto ett sub teg 
mine terra, 

Bardcyfer oohkeo pollens ebeooque 
Wpedc 

SocoTi praefidimi et eltrlx (denlque qmd- 
nmunantiuffl) 15 

Duplefveorum uberrinui Qlis et integre 
coctD e«t 

Deplete etaldue et rioe preprlo locommodo 
flgeum 

Nunc etlnm placUum boc opus Invlctique 
secud, 

Goosiin •ureos nl eggos voluiisent Iramo 
□ocare 

Quie peperit, saltern oc de nils meliom 
mereotesL- 20 

CondMlt banc Smltfalus Dux, Captinus 
lodytu* IBo 

Regis Uljasae Instar doctl arcum Inten 
dere Jongura 

Coodldit nie Johnsniltb Vlrginianxjue 
Tocavlt, 

Settledlt autem Jacobus rex, ncxmnc 
primus. 
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’ KETTELOPOTOMACBIA 


Rascalis implens ruptis, blagardisque 
deboshtis, , 25 

Mihtibusque ex Falstaffi legione fugatis 

Wenchisque illi quas poterant seducere 
nuptas 

Virgineum, ah, littus matronis talibus 
impar ! 

Progeniem stirpe ex hoc non sine sbg- 
mate ducunt 

Multi sese qui jactant regum esse 
nepotes 30 

Haud omnes, Mater, genitos quae nuper 
habebas 

Bello fortes, consdio cautos, virtute decoros, 

Jamque et babes, sparse si patno in san- 
g^jine virtus, 

Mostrabisque iterum, antiquis sub astns 
reducta I 

De illis qui upkikitant, dicebam, rumpora 
tanta, 35 

Letchens et Floydis magnisque Extra- 
ordine Billis , 

Est his pnsca fides jurare et breakere 
wordum , 

Poppere fellerum a tergo, aut stickere 
clam bowiknifo, 

Haud sane facinus, dignum sed victrice 
lauro , 

Larrupere et nigerum, factum praestantius 
ullo ^40 
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KETTELOPOrOMA CHIA 


Axt cfalamjtiem pldplumatam Icariam 
fllto ct Ineptjun 

Yonlco gratis Icducre, Slum ct V'alklo 
raOo 

Insuper acri equitare docere e*t hosplUo 
utl. 

Neado an Hie Polardua duplervTonbus 
ortus, 

Sed reputo podui de radlc© poondteman- 
orum 45 

Fortoltl prolest ol foUor Tylerus erst 

Praetidis, omnibus ab Whiggis nominatus 
t poor cuss 

Et tioMem tertium evindt venerabSe no- 
men 

Ast SAlmon omnes beUli^ue ad tympana 
hal haf 

VodCerant Ueti prociJ ct d procna ti\'a 50 

Hostem iocautum atsito possunt ihootcra 
lalrl 

Impenlque capacea asset si ttjlua 
agmetj 

Pro duld spollabant et sine dangere 

fito. 

Prae ceteriique Polardus si Secessia 
Hcttt, 

Sfl nunquam Qcturum Jurat ret et un 
hearfof 55 

Vcrbo haesU timHitque audad roost^ 
Invlcto 



KETTELOPOTOMA CHIA 


Dunghilh solitus rex pullos whoppere 
molles, , 

Grantum, hirelingos stripes quique et 
splendida tollunt ‘ 

Sidera, et Yankos, terntum et omnem 
sarsuit orbem 

Usque dabant operam isti omnes, noctes- 
que diesque, 6o 

Samuelem demulgere avunculum, id vero 
siccum , 

Uberibus sed ejus, et horum est culpa, 
remotis, 

Parvam domi vaccam, nec mora minima, 
quaerunt, 

Lacticarentem autem et droppam vix in die 
dantem , 

Reddite avunculi, et exclamabant, reddite 
pappam ' 65 

Polko ut consule, gemens, Billy immur- 
murat. Extra, 

Echo respondit, thesauro ex vacuo, pap- 
pam ' 

Frustra explorant pocketa, ruber nare re- 
pertum , 

Officia expulsi aspicmnt rapta, et Para- 
disum 

Occlusum, viridesque baud illis nascere 
backos , 70 

Stupent tunc' ocuhs madidis spittantque 
silenter 


222 



'-“IT’'”'''’"''"" 

intpti “** '“ogD virt, 

noQ yj prorsus 

'^TflnUo, ' ‘™i»ninj 

„ nwtreo, tola nunc m 

mcDu. "^liUbu 

e»t? P®t«, Qono cHn 

'W unn 

T.„,'"°"'^ u)/o « Qun. 

'olmnu. ^ 

., •‘•(uta “Pfncre n„ „ 

''•mopcnT^ "* "PW c;5„ 

®<so ii w 

nnp.^ 

Icgc '"Prinwrc ,„, 

OuuJes nj „ P^mpnrc 

moloal ‘*™°’ mtiiS tr~ 

“Of duHu 

^nUtrl ™ 'f^um „, 85 


“3 


KETTELOPOTOMA CHI A 


Hisque Polardus voce canoro talia 
fatus , 

Primum autcm, \eluti cst mos, praeceps 
quisque liquorat, < 

Quisque et Nicotianum ingens quid msent 
atrum, 90 

Heroflm nitidum decus et solamen a\i- 
tum, 

Masticat ac simul altisonans, spittatque 
profuse 

Quis de Virginia meruit praestantius 
unquam? 

Quis se pro patna curavit impigre tutura’ 
Speechisque articulisque hominum quis 
fortior ullus, 95 

Ingeininans pennae lickos et vulnera vocis’ 
Quisnam putidius (hic) sarsuit Yankini- 
micos, 

Saepius aut dedit ultro datam et broke 
his parolam? 

Mente inauassatus solidSque, tyranno 
minante, 

Homsonis (hic) bombis moenia et alta 
quatente, 100 

Sese promptum (hic) jactans Yankos 
lickere centum, 

Atque ad lastum mvictus non surrendidit 
unquam? 

Ergo baud meddlite, posco, mique relin- 
quite (hic) hoc job, 



KBTTELOPOTOMA CBIA 


SJ non — knifumque enormfoi motfrat 
9f)ittatquo trepiendus. 

DiXfiTBt a^t olQ rcKqucnant et cine 
pauco I toj 

Incumbunt maxima uterque 
Tjcisilm 

CerUmlne Lddocuo valde madicUm laqui- 
D«t u*em 

T^Ieruc autem dumqoe Jtqucral ariduc 
bottic 

Mbiim aipldc duplumquo blbcnteni as- 
tante Lj^eo 

Ankfix (fDpoviduaqim edrdlt taxnen Impia 
vetba UP 

Ouplum quamvu to a«p}do> eases atquo 
vig^ntl 

Mtmdscem cGccrem totucoque (hie) thrash- 
emu accmim 

Nenipo et thraaham dc^gocatua (Idc) tim 
msi farera 

Larabastabo omnes catawomposittr (hlc) 
quo chatrami 

Dodt et ioipulsus Rjeo ruitur bene 

Utus, U5 

ID! nam gravidim] caput et laterem habet 

la hatta 

Hudc Infaiat titubansque Polardui optat 
et LUum 

Stfckeio inennetn protaglt autem rite 

Lyaeos, 
l»S^) 
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KETTELOPOTOMA CHI A 


Et pronos geminos, ocuhs dubitantibus, 
hcros t 

Ccrnit et irntus hostes,. dumque evcogi- 
tat utrum ( 12a 

Pnmum inpitchere, corruit, inter utrosque 
recumbit, 

Magno asino similis nimio sub pondere 
quassus 

Colemanus hos moestus, tnste ruminans- 
quc solamen, 

Inspicit hiccans, circumspittat terquc 
cubantes , 

Funereisque his ntibus humidis inde 
solutis, 125 

Sternitur, invahdusque illis supenncidit 
infans , 

Hos sepelit somnus et snorunt comison- 
antes, 

Watchmanus inscios ast calybooso deinde 
reponit- 
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to tije Editor of the ^ ^ 

Atlantic Monthly 

Dear Sir — Ym«- letter come to ban 
Requextln me to please be funn)r 
But I ain’t made upon a plan 
Tbet knows wut » comm gmJJ or hooey 
Ther s times the world does look »o queer 
Odd £udea come afore 1 oil em 
An then agia for bojf a yeex 
'No prtaelur Hhout a call's snofo solemn. 

Vou re fi want o suntHn an nne 
RattEn an shrewd an km o jln^euh 
An wish pervidin it ouJd tint, 

I d take an dtlfy my En^ish. 

1 frt* wnte loDg'-taded, ef I please, — 

Bat when I’m jolun no, I thankee 
Then fore I know U, my id«e» 

Run helter skdCer Into Vankee. 

Secco I begun to ttrlbble rhyme 
1 teQ ye wut, I haln'c ben iboUn 
The parson’s books Hfe, death on time 
Hev took some trouble with my schooBti 



TO THE EDITOR 


Nor th’ nirlh tlon'l put out with mo, 
Tiiel Io\c ficr ’z lhoi\qh she uuz o 
w Oman , .> 

Whj, th’ ain’t a bird upc(i tin. tree 
But half forgives my bom’ hum.in 

A.n’ jit I love th’ unhighschoolcd vvaj 
or farmers hod when I wuz joungcr, 
Their talk wu? meatier, an’ ’ould stav. 
While book- froth seems to whet >our 
hunger , 

For puttin’ m a downright lick 

'Twist Humbug’s c>cs, titer’s few can 
melch it, 

An’ then it helves m> thoughts cz slick 
Hz strct-graincd htclcor) does a hetchet 

But when I can’t, I can’t, thet’s all, 

For Natur won’t put up with gullin’, 
Idees you hcv to shove an’ haul 
Like a druv pig ain’t wuth a mullein 
Live thoughts ain’t sent for, thru all rifts 
O’ sense they pour an’ resh }e onwards, 
Like nvers when south-lyin’ drifts 

Feel thet th’ old airth’s a-vvheelm’ sun- 
wards 

Time wuz, the rhymes come crowdin' 
thick 

Ez office-seekers arter ’lection, 

' V 
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TO TITS SD/rOR 


An Into eiy place Quid cticl 
U'jthoat no boihcr nor objection 
But tfiftco tho I'sr my thoughts hang 
bttek I 

Ex though I wanted to enlist em 
An mtatufes — Mry don't new loct^ 

But then thejTl slope efore >x>u ve mist 
em. 

Nothin don't e e em like wut it win 
I can t see u-ut there i« to bender 
An pt tny bnuai |ea go buu buzz 
Like bumblehee* ngin a vnnder 
For« these times coao m all nirth • 
roe 

Ther wus oo9 guiet pku» m) head n. 
Where I cmdd hide nu Uunk, — but now 
h* oil ooe teeter hopin dreadio 

^Vheres Peace? I etart aome dear-Woim 
mgbt 

'W’hen gaunt stone walls grow nuxnb an 
number 

An creokm cross the snou<crus ahite^ 
Walk the col starlight Into summer 
Up grom ibe moon an $avU by rtreii 
Thru the pale posturs dli'er* djmmer 
Than the last smBe Ihet etmes to tcU 
O km? gone hcar’enward in its sWm- 
/ner 



TO THE EDITOR 


I hev ben gladder o’ sech things 
Than codes o’ spring <'r bees o’ clover, 
They filled my heart wi</i Inin’ springs, 
But now they seem td( freeze ’em over. 
Sights innercent ez babes on knee. 
Peaceful ez eyes o’ pastured cattle, 

Jes’ coz they be so, seem to me 

To nle me more with thoughts o’ battle 


Indoors an’ out by spells I tiy. 

Ma’am Natur keeps her spin -wheel 
gom’. 

But leaves my natur stiff and dry 
Ez fid’s o’ clover arter mowin’. 

An’ her jes’ keepin’ on the same. 

Calmer ’n a clock, an’ never carin’, 

An’ findin’ nary thing to blame, 

Is wuss than ef she took to sweann’ 


Snowflakes come whispenn’ on the pane, 
The charm makes blazin’ logs so plea- 
sant. 

But I can’t hark to wut they’re say’n’. 
With Grant or Sherman oilers present. 
The chimbleys shudder in the gale, 

Thet lulls, then suddm takes to flap- 
pin’ 

Like a shot hawk, but all’s ez stale 
To me ez so much spent-rappm’ ^ 
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TO THE EDITOR 


Rat-tat-tat-tattle tliru the street 
I hear the druminers rpakin’ not, 

An’ I set tlnnkin’ o’ the/feet 

Thet follered once an’ jiow are quiet, — 
White feet ez snowdrops innercent, 

Thet never knowed the paths o’ Satan, 
Whose comm’ step ther’s ears thet won’t, 
No, not lifelong, leave off awaitin’ 

Wh)', hain’t I held ’em on my knee^ 
Didn’t I love to see ’em growin’, 

Three likely lads ez wal could be, 

Hahnsome an’ brave an’ not tu knowin’? 
1 set an’ look into the blaze 
Whose natur’, jes’ like theim, keeps 
climbin’, 

Ez long ’z it lives, in shinin’ ways. 

An’ half despise myself for rhymin’ 

Wut’s words to them whose faith an’ truth 
On War’s red techstone rang true metal, 
Who ventered life an’ love an’ youth 
For the gret prize o’ death in battle’ 
To him who, deadly hurt, agen 

Flashed on afore the charge’s thunder, 
Tippin’ with fire the bolt of men 
Thet rived the Rebel line asunder? 

* 

’Tain’t right to hev the young go fust, 
All throbbin’ full o’ gifts an’ graces, 

23a 



TO TITS EDITOR 


L«ivui nf<j* pauper* dry a du#t 
To irj an m^« b Ue\*e fill their place* 
Nothin but tdL|U* wut wo ml*# 

Ther’* gnp* oi|r lives can’t nei-er fcy Jn 
An world »o«n< «o iur finom thi* 

LeP for u* loafert to grow gr<> Id I 

M} eyes doud up for rain ni} mouth 
WID take to twitduo roon the corners 
1 pity mothers, tu down South 
For oil (bey sot among the scorners 
I d sooner take my chance to stan 
At Jedgmeot ahera jvur rocanest sla\a 
U, 

Thao at God s bir bo) up o han 
Et dnppln red ear yoarn, Jeff Da\isl 

Come Peace I not like a moonjer bowed 
For honour lost an dear ones wasted 
But proud to oteet a people proud 
Wth eye* thet tell c triumph tasted! 
Come with han gnppfn on the hilt 
An step thet prwesyc Victory's daughter! 
Longin for you our tpents wUt 
like shipwrecked men s on rmTs for 
wnter 

Come while our countr} feels th lift 
Ofa gret instinct shoutin Forwards!" 
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TO THE EDITOR 


An’ knows thet freedom ain’t a g-ift 
Thet tames long in ban’s o’ cowards' 
Come, sech ez mothers p/ayed for, when 
They lassed their crosj with lips thet 
quivered, 

An’ bring fair wages for brave men, 

A nation saved, a race delivered' 



1 

Mr Hoaea Big 

low's Speech in ^ ^ 

March Meeting 

I don t much how^evw I ihould 

plen It, 

I ctruld git bootted into tb Hou« or 
Sennit,— 

Not while the two-legged gnb-mach oe s 
•o pleaty 

NabQn ooe man to du the talk o tr^enty 
Im one o them thet fioda it ruther haid 
To maonytactur wtedotn by the yard 
An mayrure off nccoidio to demand 
The plece-gooda el’kence that 1 keep on 
hand. 

The same ole pattern runnln thru an thru 
An nothin but the cnatomer thet a new 
I sometimes think the furder on I go 
Thet It ghs harder to feel sure I know 
An when IVe settled my ideea I find 
Twam t I sheered moat In maldn up my 
mind 

Twua this an thet an t other thing thet 
done It, 
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MR HOSEA BIGLOW'S SPEECH 


Sunthin’ in th’ air, I couldn’ seek nor 
shun it . , 

Mos’ folks go off so quipc now in fiis- 
cussion, I 

All th’ ole flint locks seems altered to per- 
cussion, 

Whilst I in agin’ sometimes git a hint 
Thet I’m percussion changin’ back to flint , 
Wal, ef it’s so, I ain’t agom’ to wemt. 
For th’ ole Queen’s-arm hez this pertickler 
merit, — 

It gives the mind a hahnsome wedth o’ 
margin 

To kin’ o’ make its will afore dischargin’, 
I can’t make out but jest one ginnle rule, — 
No man need go an’ mahe himself a fool. 
Nor jedgment ain’t like mutton, thet can’t 
bear 

Cookin’ tu long, nor be took up tu rare 

Ez I wuz say’n’, I hain’t no chance to 
speak 

So’s ’t all the countrj'' dreads me onct a 
week. 

But I’ve consid’ble o’ thet sort o’ head 
Thet sets to home an’ thinks A^-ut might 
be said, 

The sense thet grows an’ wemts under- 
neath. 

Comm’ belated like your wisdom-teeth,^ 
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J/OSEA BIGLOW S SPEECH 


An pit » tlTtent tomcumn, to my pardin 
Tbet I don v»llv public life a ferdin 
Our Par»on (blcMin f on hia bend 1) 

Mong»t other Itone* of ole limei he 
hed ' 

Talked of n feUor thet rehear»ed hU ipreads 
Beforehan to hii row» o kebbipe-heoda 
(Ef tvarn t Demouene*, I guet* tumi 
Sl*rt)) 

Appealin fust to thet on then to this 
row 

\cconJm a he thought thet his Wees 
Their dJfTrunt eVr^w o brajos ould 
please 

An ” sex the Parson to hit npht you 
must 

Git used to mayrunn your hrarers fuxt 
For tnke my Tord for*! when alPs come 
an past 

The kebbige-beoda’D cair the day et last 
Th ala t ben a meeUn sence the wori 
begun 

But they made (raw or Hied ones) ten to 
one.” 

IVe alius foun em I allow sence then 
About ex pood for tallun tu ex men 
Theyll take edvlce Eke other folks to 
keep 

(To use it ouJd be holdln on t tu cheap) 
■37 



jV/^ J JOSE a BIGLOW'S speech 


Thc} li'Jtcn uni, don’ kick up ulicn jou 
scold ’tm, j 

An’ of lhe}'\o tonques, Wjk sense enoupli 
to hold ’em , I 

Though th’ nin’t no denger uc shall lose 
thc breed, 

I gm’il} keep a score or so for seed. 

An’ when m\ sappiness gits spr> in spring, 
So’s ’t mj tongue itches to run on full 
su ing, 

I fin’ ’em ready-planted m March mcctm*, 
Warm oz a Ijceum audience m their 
greetin’. 

An’ pleased to hear m} spoutin’ frum thc 
fence, — 

Comm’, cz’t doos, cntirclj free ’f c\pcnse 
This jear I made thc follcnn’ obseraations 
Extrump’r}', like most other tn’ls o’ 
patience, 

An’, no reporters bein’ sent express 
To work their abstracs up into .a mess, 
Ez like th’ ondg’nal cz a uoodcut pictur 
Thet chokes the life out like a boy-con- 
stnetor, 

I’ve urit ’em out, an’ so a\ide all jeaJ’sics 
’Twixt nonsense o’ my own an’ some one’s 
clse’s 

(HB — Reporters gin’ll} git a hint 
To make dull orjunces seem ’live m ppnt, 
238 



MR ffOSEA ^IGIOW S SPEECH 


An Cl I hev t report my«elf I vum 
I’ll put th apjUuse* whioe tiiey'd 
to enme T 




Mt fxllxs KJtBnmc -mAM who look to 


green 

I vow to gracious tiiot rf 1 could dreen 
The world of all k* bearer* but jest you, 
Twould leave ’bout aD tha Is wuth talkln 
to 

An you, ray veoable ol fricns, tbet show 
Upon your crowns a epnnklm o March 
snow 

Ex ef mDd Tiro© had cfariiteoed every 


For wisdom a church o second Innocence 
Nut Ages winter ao no sech a thing 
But jest a kin o sUppin -back o spring — 
[Sev'ril noses bknved.) 
WoNe gathered here, ei ushle, to deade 
Which IS the Lord s an which Is Satan s 
side, 

Cox aH the good or evil thet can heppen 
Is 'long o which oo em you choose for 
CappcTL [Cries o Thet’s sol"] 

Apruls come hat^ the swelllo buds of 
oak 

Dim the fur HTl sides with a purplish 
smoke 
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MR. HOSEA BIGLOW'S SPEECH 


The brooks are loose, an’, singing to be 
seen 

(Like gals), make all the/iiollers soft an’ 
green , j 

The birds are here, for all the season’s 
late. 

They take the sun’s height an’. don’ never 
wait , 

Soon ’z he officially declares it's spring 
Their light hearts lift ’em on a north’ard 
wing. 

An’ th’ ain’t an acre, fur ez you can hear. 
Can’t by the music tell tlie time o’ year, 
But thet white dove Carhny scared away, 
Five year ago, jes’ sech an Aprul day, 
Peace, tliet we hoped ’ould come an’ build 
last year 

An’ coo by every housedoor, isn’t here, — 
No, nor wun’t never be, for all our jaw, 
Till we’re ez brave in pol’tics ez m war! 
O Lord, ef folks wuz made so’s ’t they 
could see 

The begnet-pint there is to an idee ! 

[Sensation ] 

Ten times the danger in ’em th’ is in 
steel , 

They run your soul thru an’ you never 
feel, 

But crawl about an’ seem to think you’re 
livin’. 
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mi HOSEA BIGLOW S SPEECH 


Poor shell* o men nut wuth the Lord ■ 
forgivln . 

Till vou come IAW «glti a real Hvo feet 
An go to pieces Vben youd ough to ect! 
ThetkiQ o begner* mit we re crossm now 
An no man fit to newignte a scow 
Oold Stan expecdo help Dorn Kingdom 
Come, 

While t other side druv their cold inm 
home. 

My frieo* you never geihmd from roy 
OKMtb 

No not one word agio the Sooth ez 
Sooth 

Nor th ain t a Uvla man, white brown 
nor block, 

Gladder’n wut I should be to take em 
back 

Ba? all I ask of Uncle Sam b fust 
To write up on hi# door No goods on 
trust” 

[Cries of Thet* the ticket l“] 
Give US ensh down in elde Laws for oil 
An theyll be snog Inside afore nez fall 
Give wut they ask, an we shell hev 
Jamaker 

Wuth minus some consldable on acre 
Give wut they need an we shell git fore 

(#967) *41 
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A nation all one piece, rich, peacefle, 
strong, 

Make ’em Amenkin, anntliey’ll begin 
To love their countrj' ci they loved their 
sin, 


Let ’em stay Southun, an’ you’ve kep’ a 


sore 


Ready to fester ez it done afore 
No mortle man can boast of perfic vision, 
But the one moleblin’ thing is Indecision, 
An’ th’ ain’t no futur for the man nor state 
Thet out of j-u-s-t can’t spell great 
Some folks ’ould call thet reddikle, do 
you’ 

’Tvvuz commonsense afore the war vvuz 
thru , 

Thet loaded all our guns an’ made ’em 
speak 

So’s ’t Europe beared ’em clearn acrost the 
creek , 

“They’re dnvin’ o’ tlieir spiles down now,” 
sez she, 

“To the hard grennit o’ God’s fust idee, 
Ef they reach thet, Demoe’ey needn’t fear 
The tallest airthquakes ive can git up 
here ” 

Some call ’t insultin’ to ask ary pledge, 
An’ say ’twill only set their teeth on edge, 
But folks you’ve jest licked, fur ’z I ever 


see, 
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Are Txnit ei mad x they wal know how 
to be 

Its better than Rebs thennelves cx 
poctfid j 

Fore they see lAde Sfljn vrilt down herw 
pectcd 

Be land 2 you please but fustly make 
tUngs &st 

For plain Truth s ell the kindness lhet^l 

Ef treason Is a cnme ex somt folks say 

How txwjd we punish it a milder a-ay 

Than cayin to ero Brethmi lookee 
herw, 

We’D Jes* dWWe things with ye sheer an 
sheer 

An seoce both come o pooty strong-hocked 
daddies 

You take the Darkies, ca were took the 
Poddies 

Ignantan poor we took em by the hand 

An tb^re the bones an sinners o tho 
laoi" 

I ain t o them thet fiincv there t a loss on 

E\*ery Inves’roent thet don t start from 
Boson 

But I know this our money’s safest 
trusted 

In suntbin come wut will thet can I be 
busted. 
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An’ diet’s the old Atnenkm idee, 

To malcc a man a Man an’ let him be 

nGret applause] 
Ez for their I’yalty, don’t take a goad to’t, 
But I do want to block tneir only road to’t 
By lettin’ ’em believe thet they can git 
Mor’n wut they lost, out of our little wnt 
I tell ye wut, I’m ’fraid we’ll dnf to lee- 
ward 

’Thout we can put more stiffenin’ into 
Seward , 

He seems to think Columby’d better ect 
Like a scared widder with a boy stiff- 
necked 

Thet stomps an’ swears he wun’t come 
in to supper, 

She mus’ set up for him, ez weak ez 
Tupper, 

Keepin’ the Constitootion on to w'arm, 
Tell he’ll eccept her ’pologies in form. 
The neighbours tell her he’s a cross-grained 
cuss 

Thet needs a hidin’ ’fore he comes to wuss, 
“No,” sez Ma Seward, “he’s ez good 'z 
the best. 

All he wants now is sugar plums an’ rest,” 
“ He sarsed my Pa,” sez one, “ He stoned 
my son,” 

Another edds “Oh, wal, ’twmz jes’ his 
fun ” 
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He to thoot our Uncle SomvreU 
dead." . 

T'wuz onlj trjVk o ooo gun he hed. 
\\a] nil we asKt to her U undertlood 
YouH take hit gun away from him fiw 
good 

We dont wal nut exaclj like hit play 
Scdo he alius kin o tbooU our way 
\ou kOI your fatted aUvet to no good 
ecnd, 

Thout Us fuit cajin Mother 1 hcr^ 
sinoedl " 

[ AmenI’* from Dcac n Gretnleaf) 


The Pretdunt k* thinks thet the ilrcke«t 
plan 

Ould be l allow thet be • our on'y man 
An thet we fit thru oU thet dreflle war 
Jei for hb pnrote glot) an edor 
Nobody ain't a Union mar^" tez he 
Thout be agree* thru thick an thin 
with me 

Wam't Andrew Jacksons rutialt jes like 
mine? 

An ain't thet lunthin fiko a right dlnne 
To cut up ex kentenkermu ez 1 plcosr 
An trent j'our Congress Dko a neit o 
fleas?" 

Woj I expec the Fiiople wouldn care If 
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The question now wuz techm’ bank or 
tariff, 

But I conclude they’ve ’brut made up their 
min’ 

This ain’t the fittest timfe to go it blin’. 

Nor these ain’t metters thet with pol’tics 
swings, 

But goes ’way down amongst the roots 
o’ things, 

Coz Sumner talked o’ whitewashin’ one day 

They wun’t let four years’ war be throwed 
away 

“Let the South hev her rights’” They 
say, ‘ ‘ Thet’s you ' 

But nut greb hold of other folks’s tu ” 

Who owns this country, is it they or Andy? 

Leastways it ough’ to be the People and 
he. 

Let him be senior pardner, ef he’s so. 

But let them kin’ o’ smuggle in ez Co 

[Laughter ] 

Did he diskiver it? Consid’ble numbers 

Think thet the job wuz taken by Colum- 
bus 

Did he set tu an’ make it wut it is? 

Ef so, I guess the One-Man-power hes nz 

Did he put thru the rebbles, clear the 
docket. 

An’ pay th’ expenses out of his own 
pocket? 
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Ef thet'* the cum, then e\TrythIn I «et 

I> t* bcT him come an pay my ennooal 
^ {Profoun teotation ] 

'Wts't be thet stimdered all them tmlfion 
gxma? i 

Did he lose all the iatbere brother*, tons? 

Is «hit ere pop’lar gov’meot thet we run 

A km 0 sulky made to kerry ooe? 

An IS the country goln to knuckle down 

To bev Smith sort thdr letters itid o 
Brown? 

Who wui the Tnied Slate* fore Rlchmon 

fen? 

Wui the South needfle their full name to 
spell? 

An can t we speQ It In thet shorthan 
way 

TUI th onderploDln * settled so s to stay? 

Who ceres for the Re»olve* of *6i 

Thet tried to coax on olithqunke with a 
bun? 

Hex ectly nothin taken place tence then 

To lam folks they must hendle fects like 
men? 

Ain't this the true p’lnt? Did the Rebi 
accep em? 

Bf nut, whose fitult lt*t thet we bern*! 
kep em? 

Warn t there twv sides? an don t U stead 
to reason 
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Thet this week’s ’Nited States ain’t las’ 
week’s treason? 

When all these sums is cf jne, with nothin’ 
missed, ' 

An’ nut afore, this school’ll be dismissed 

I knowed ez wal ez though I’d seen’t with 
eyes 

Thet when the \\ ar w uz over copper’d rise. 
An’ thet we’d hev a nle-up in our kettle 
’Twould need Leviathan’s whole skin to 
settle 

I thought ’twould take about a generation 
’Fore we could wal begin to be a nation. 
But I allow I never did imegine 
’Twould be our Pres’dunt thet ’ould drne 
a wedge in 

To keep the split from closin’ ef it could. 
An’ healin’ o\er with new wholesome wood, 
For th’ ain’t no chance o’ healin’ while 
they think 

Thet law an’ gov’ment’s only pnnter’s ink , 
I mus’ confess I thank him for discovenn’ 
The curus way in w'hich the States are 
sovereign , 

They ain’t nut quite enough so to rebel, 
But w'hen they fin’ it’s costly to raise h — , 
[A groan from Deac’n G ] 
Why, then, for jes’ the same superl’tive 
reason, 
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They re mart loo mudi io to be telchcd 
for treason 

They cm t go but cf they tomebo* 
du ’ 

Their sorerdgniy don’t noways go out 
tn 

The State goes out the sowrignty don t 
stir 

But ftayi to keep the door a)ar for her 
He thlnla eeccnion never took cm out« 
An mdiby hes correc but 1 misdoubt 
Ef they wam’t out then why n the 
name o sin 

&Uke all this row 'bout leitin of em In? 
la law pVips nut but there s adJlTurence 
rutber 

Betwlst your mother o.Uw an real mother 
iDtrish'e chtervl 
An I for one shall wbh they d all been 
ms mt 

Long*! U S teie* are sech regTar comers. 
But, 0 my patlencol must we wriggle 
back 

loto th ole crooked, pottyfoggin track 
When our artfl ry wimb a road hev cut 
Stret to our purpose el we keep the rut? 
War’s }es dead waste excep to wipe the 
state 

dean for tbe cyph rin ol some nobler Cate 
[Applause ] 
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Ez for dependin’ on their oaths an’ thet, 
’Twun’t bind ’em niore’n the ribbin roun’ 
my het, r 

I beared a fable once frorn Othniel Starns, 
That pints it slick ez weathercocks do 
barns 

Onct on a time the wolves hed certing 
rights 

Inside the fold, they used to sleep there 
nights 

An’, bein’ cousins o’ the dogs, they took 
Their turns et watchm’, reg’lar ez a book , 
But somehow, when the dogs hed gut 
asleep, 

Their love o’ mutton beat their love o’ 
sheep. 

Till gradilly the shepherds come to see 
Things warn’t agoin’ ez they’d ough’ to 
be , 

So they sent off a deacon to remonstrate 
Along ’th the wolves an’ urge ’em to go 
on straight, 

They didn’ seem to set much by tlie deacon, 
Nor preachm’ didn’ cow ’em, nut to speak 
on , 

Fin’ly they swore thet they’d go out an’ 
stay. 

An’ hev their fill o’ mutton every day, 
Then dogs an’ shepherds, after much hard 
dammin’, [Groan from Deac’n G ] 
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Turned tu an give em a tormented 
lanunin ^ 

An •«!, Ye B<iant go out the murrain 
rot ye, , 

To keep us rrasJin half our tlmo to 'sratch 
ye!” 

But then ibe queattoo come Hovr li'^e 
together 

rrhoot lorin sleep nor nary yew ooc 
wether? 

Now there wu* tome dog* (nowaj-s wuth 
thdr keep) 

Thet sheered thdr cousins tastes an 
sheered the shoq) 

They set Be gin rou*, let em swear right 
In, 

An ef they backshde let em t^'tnr 
agin 

Je** let etn put on theep-ekins whilst they’re 
swearin 

To ask for more ould be beyond all 
bearln ** 

Be gin rous for youmlre* where joa re 
to pay 

Thet*! the best prectfco,” le* a shepherd 
grey 

Ex fiat their oaths they xrun t be wuth 
a button 

Long 2 you don't cure em o thdr taste 
for mutton t 
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Th’ ain’t but one solid waj, howe’er }OU 
puzzle . 

Tell they’re con\arled, let ’em near a 
muzzle ” ICncs of “Bully for }ou’”] 

I’ve noticed thet each half-baked scheme’s 
abetters 

Are in the hebbit o’ producin’ letters 
Writ bj all sorts o’ ne\er-hearcd-on fellers, 
’Bout ez ondge’nal ez the uind in bcllors, 
I’ve noticed, tu, it’s the quack med’cine 
gits 

(An’ needs) the grettest heaps o’ stifijkits, 
[Two pothekenes goes out ] 
Now, sence I lef’ off creepm’ on all-fours, 
I hain’t ast no man to endorse my course , 
It’s full ez cheap to be ) our own endorser, 
An’ ef I’ve made a cup. I’ll fin’ the saucer, 
But I’ve some letters here from t’other side. 
An’ them’s the sort thet helps me to decide , 
Tell me for wut the copper-comp’mes 
hanker. 

An’ I’ll tell you jest w'here it’s safe to 
anchor [Faint hiss ] 

Fus’Iy the Hon’ble B O Saw'in writes 
Thet for a spell he couldn’ sleep o’ nights. 
Puzzlin’ which side wmz preudentest to 
pm to. 

Which wuz th’ ole homestead, wdtich the 
temp’ry leanto, 
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Et fijft he Jedged twould right rido-up hJs 
pan , 

To come out cz a ridge nal Union num 
But now " be wx, 1 am t nut quite so 
freth * 

The wlnnln horse Is gotn to be Sccceh 

You might tas spring her easly walked 
the course. 

Fore wo contrived to doctor th Union 
horse 

Now wriro the ones to wnlk nroun the 
nex track 

Jet take hold on read the folierin 
extrac 

Out of a letter I r ctrired last week 

From an ole then thet never sprung a 
leak, 

A Nothun Dem ernt o th ole Jersey Wuc 

Bom copper-sheathed an copper liutened 
tu,” 


These four years past It hex ben tough 
To say whidi sWo n feller went for 
Guidepofts bTI gone roods muddy n 
rough 

An nothin dum wut twioz meant for 
Pickets a»firin left an right. 

Both sides a lettln rip et sight — 

LIfp warn t wuth hardly pajdn rent for 
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“Columby gut her back up so, 

It wam't no use a-tryin' to stop her,- — 
War’s emptin’s nied her ^erj' dough 
An’ made it rise an’ act improper, 

’Twuz full ez much ez I C:ould du 
To jes’ Jay low an’ worrjf thru, 

’Thout hevin’ to sell out my copper 

“Afore the war your mod’nt men 
Could set an' sun ’em on the fences, 
Cyph’nn’ the chances up, an’ then 
Jump off which way bes’ paid expenses, 
Sence, ’tn'uz so resky ary way, 

/ didn’t hardly darst to say 
I ’greed with Paley’s Evidences 

[Groan from Deac’n G ] 

“Ask Mac ef tryin’ to set the fence 
Wam’t like bein’ rid upon a rail on’t. 
Headin’ }'^our party with a sense 
O’ bein’ tipjint in the tail on’t, 

And trym’ to think tliet, on the whole, 
You kin’ o’ quasi your own soul 
When Belmont’s gut a bill o’ sale on’t? 
[Three cheers for Grant and Sherman ] 

“ Come peace, I sposed thet folks ’ould like 
Their pol’tics done agin by proxy. 

Give their noo loves the bag an’ strike 
A fresh trade with their reg’lar doxy, 



m HOSEA SIGLO^V'S SPEECH 


But the drag s hnjUc no»k »lA\‘cr> • gone 
An there* gret rwk the3■^l blunder on 
Ef they ain’t tioppcd to real Dcmoc cy 

Were gut ar^owful ton lo hoc 
In lhl» CTO job o rtconstructin 
Folks durmo skum which any to go 
Wh«T th nin t some bt^hole to be ducked 
In 

But one thing* dear there is a crack 
Ef we pry hard 'twist while an black 
^VhCTe the old makebalo can be uxeked in 

No white raan *cts tn atnh s brand dUIc 
Thet I aln t wilhn t own n brother 
An ef he* heppened to strike lie 
I dunno finly but Id nither 
An Paddle* long z they s^ote nil nght 
Though they ain't jest m nat ral while 
I hold one on em good z another 

[Applause ] 

Wut tf there leT 1 d like lo knon 
Ef *ialn*t the dllTercncc o colour 
To keep up self-retpcc an show 
The human natur of a fullah? 

Wut good In bein white onlets 
It* fixed by law nut leP to gue**, 

That we Are •marter nn they duller? 
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“ Ef we’re to hev our ekle rights, 

’Twun't du to ’low no conyietition , 

Th’ ole debt doo us for bein’ whites 
Ain’t safe onless we stop th’ emission 
O’ these noo notes, whost specie base 
Is human natur’, ’thout no trace 
O’ shape, nor colour, nor condition 

[Continood applause ] 

“ So fur I’d writ an’ couldn’ jedge 
Aboard wmt boat I’d best take pessige. 
My brains all mincemeat, ’thout no edge 
Upon ’em more than tu a sessige. 

But now it seems ez though I see 
Sunthin’ resemblin’ an idee, 

Sence Johnson’s speech an’ veto message 

“ I like the speech best, I confess. 

The logic, preudence, an’ good taste on’t. 
An’ It’s so mad, I ruther guess 
There’s some dependence to be placed 
on’t , [Laughter ] 

It’s narrer, but ’twixt you an’ me, 

Out o’ the allies o’ J D 
A temp’ry party can be based on’t. 

“Jes’ to hold on till Johnson’s thru 
An’ dug his Presidential grave is, 

An’ thenf — who knows but we^could slew 
The country roun’ to put in — V? 
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Won't some folk* rare up when vm poll 
Out o’ tirtir eye* our Union wool 
Axi lam cm a plltda aimve 1x1 

O did it ef Providnnce 

Cculd erer eend a second Tjier? 

To see the South sU bade to once, 

Reepln the spiles cf the Freesiler 
Is cute ez though an mgineer 
Should claim th old iron for his sheer 
Cor't was Hmaelf that bust the bfler!” 

[Gret laughttJT J 

Thet tails the story! Thefs xnst ve sti^ 
git ' 

By tryin «^uirtguos oo the bumln Pit 
For the day never comm -when itTl dn 
To Iddc off Dooty like a wonvout sho«< 

I seem to bear a wfaispenn In the idr 
A dghln like, of uaconsoled despair 
Thrt comes from nowhenj an from every 
where. 

An seems to say Why died we? warn t 
it, then 

To settle, ooce for all thet men wui men? 
Oh alrth s sweet cup soetebed from ua 
barely tasted 

The graves real chill u frcHn life wuz 
wasted! 

Oh you we leT loogJJogenn eC the door 
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Lovin’ you best, coz we loved Her the more, 
Tliet Deatli, not we, had conquered, we 
should feel 

Ef she upon our memory turned her heel, 
An’ unregretful thro wed (us all away 
To flaunt it in a Blind Man’s Holiday'” 

My fnen’s. I’ve talked nigh on to long 
enough 

I hain’t no call to bore ye coz ye’re tough , 
My lungs are sound, an’ our own v’lce 
delights 

Our ears, but even kebbige-heads hcz 
nghts 

It’s the las’ time thet I shell e’er address 

ye, 

But you’ll soon fin’ some new tormentor 
bless ye! 

[Tumult’ous applause and cnes of 
“Go onl” “Don’t stop'”] 



My Love 






Kat as all other women are 
!• she that to ray soul U dear 
Her glorious £anc»e» come from far 
Berveath the sDvcr evenlng-«Ur 
And yet her heart la ever near 

n 

Great feellogs hath she of her own 
WHch lesser soul# may never know 
God gtveth them to her alone, 

Aitd sweet they are as any tone 
Wherewith the wind may choose to blow 

in 

Yet In herself she dweileth not. 

Although no home were half to fair 
No simplest duty Is forgot. 

Life bath no dim and lowly spot 
That doth not In her suoahine share. 
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MY LOVE 


IV 

She doeth little kindnesses, 

Which most leave undone or despise, 
For nought that sets one heart at ease, 
And giveth happiness or peace, 

Is low-esteemed in her eyes 


She hath no scorn of common things. 
And, though she seem of other birth, 
Round us her heart entwines and clings, 
And patiently she folds her wings 
To tread the humble paths of earth 

\ I 

Blessing she is God made her so. 

And deeds of weekday holiness 
Fall from her noiseless as the snow. 

Nor hath she ever chanced to know 
That aught were easier tlian to bless 

VII 

She IS most fair, and thereunto 
Her life doth rightly harmonize, 

Feeling or thought tliat was not true 
Ne’er made less beautiful the blue 
Unclouded heaven of her eyes 



J/K LOVE 


\iu 

She U a woman one In wbom 
The Bpringtlme of her ctuklUh jTar* 
Hath never lost fresh perfume 
Though knowing well that life hath room 
For man; blight* end man; tears. 

pL. 

I love her with fl Io\ti aa atiU 
Aa a brood river** peaceful might 
Which by high tower and krwly mill 
Goes wandering at ita own sweet will 
And yet doth ever flow anghu 


And on Its full deep breast serene 
like quiet Ules my duties lie 
It flows around them and between 
And make* them fresh and fair and green. 
Street homes wherein to live and die 
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The Street 


( 




They pass me by like shadows, crowds on 
crow ds, 

Dim ghosts of men, that hover to and fro, 

Hugging their bodies round them, like thin 
shrouds 

Wherein their souls were buried long ago 

They trampled on their youth, and faith, 
and love, 

They cast their hopes of human-kind away, 

With Heaven’s clear messages they madly 
strov e, 

And conquered, — and their spirits turned 
to clay 

Lo ’ how^ they w'ander round the wmrld, 
their grave, 

Whose ever-gaping maw by such is fed. 

Gibbering at living men, and idly rave, 

“We, only, truly In^e, but ye are dead” 

Alas ' poor fools, the anointed eye ma}”^ 
trace 

A dead soul’s epitaph in ev ery' face ' 
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Slftefi two aif pnil»« to ytJi, 

Whh your fftcot pinched and blue 
To the poor man you've been true 
Prom of old 

You can apeak the keenest word. 

You are nre of being beard. 

From the point you re never stimd, 
Hunger and CoM! 

Lflt sleek statetmen temponxe 
Palsied are their shifts and has 
'VVhtn (bey meet your bloodshot eyes. 
Grim end bold 
Policy you set at naught. 

In thdr traps you 11 not be caught 
Yon re too honest to be bought 
Hunger and Coldl 

Bolt and bar the palace door 
While the moss of men are poor 
Naked truth grows more and more 
Uncontrolled 



HUNGER AND COLD 


You had never yet, I guess, 

Any praise for bashful ness, 

You can visit sans court-dress, 

Hunger and Cold! 

( 

While the music fell and rose, 

And the dance reeled to its close. 

Where her round of costly woes 
Fashion strolled, 

I beheld with shuddering fear 
Wolves’ eyes through the windows peer, 
Little dream they you are near. 

Hunger and Cold' 

When the toiler’s heart you clutch, 
Conscience is not valued much. 

He recks not a bloody smutch 
On his gold 

Everything to you defers. 

You are potent reasoners. 

At your whisper Treason stirs. 

Hunger and Cold! 

Rude compansons you draw^ 

Words refuse to sate your maw. 

Your gaunt limbs the cobw-eb law 
Cannot hold 

You ’re not clogged witli foolish pnde. 
But can seize a right denied, , 



HUNGBR AND COW 

* 

Somehow God U od your tide 
Hunger aod Coldl 

You retp e ct no hoary wrong 
More for having tnmnphed long 
Iti poat victims, haggard throng 
Fnwn the mould 
Yoo unbury twordt and tpears 
Weaker ore than poor men* tears, 
Wetiter than your tQeot years 
Hunger and Coldl 

Let them guard both bail arKl bower 
Through the window you wdl glower 
PnUent till your reckoning hour 
Shall be tolled 

Cheeks are pale, but hands are red 
GuHtlees blood may chaoce be shed 
But ye must and win be fed. 

Hunger and Coldl 

Gtsd hat plant man must riot tpoH 
Some were made to starve and toil 
Some to lUare the wine and oO 
We are told 

DeviTs theories are these. 

Stifling hope and love and peace. 
Framed your hideout Iiutt to please 
Hunger and Coldl 
"^S 



HUNGER AND COLD 

Scatter ashes on thy head, 

Tears of burning sorrow shed, 
Earth! and be by Pity led 
To Love’s fold. 

Ere they block the veiy^^door 
With lean corpses of the poor, 

And will hush for naught but gore. 
Hunger and Cold' 
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To the Dandelion 




Dear common flower that grow »t be- 
side the way 

Fringing the dusty road with hnrmlesi 
gold 

First pledge of Mlthetome May 

WhxJi children pluck, aod full of pride 
uphold 

Hlgb-heartod bwccanee^ OM^oj-ed that 
they 

An Eldorado In the grass bare found 
Which not the rich earth s ample round 

May match In weftlih-~thou art more dear 
to me 

Than all the prouder summer blooms 
Dtuiy be- 

Gold such as thine no er drew the Sponuh 
prow 

Through the primeval hush of Indian seas 
Nor wrinkled the lean brow 

Of age to rob the lover s heart of east 

Tis the Spnng^ largess wh ch she 
scatters now 
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TO THE DANDELION 


To rich and poor alike, with lavish hand, 
Though most hearts never under- 
stand 

To take it at God’s value, but pass by 

The offered wealth with unrewarded eye 

Thou art my tropics and mine Italj , 
To look at thee unlocks a warmer clime. 
The eyes thou givest me 
Are in the heart, and heed not space or 
time 

Not in mid -June the golden-cuirassed 
bee 

Feels a more summer-like warm ravish- 
ment 

In the white lily’s breezy tent, 

His fragrant Sybaris, than I when first 

From the dark green thy yellow circles 
burst 

Then think I of deep shadows on the 
grass, 

Of meadows where in sun tlie cattle graze, 
Where, as the breezes pass. 

The gleaming rushes lean a thousand 
ways , 

Of leaves that slumber in a cloudy 
mass. 

Or whiten in the wind, of waters blue 
That from the distance sparkle throug^i 
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TO THE DANDEUON 


Some woodland gap and of a sky abmo, 
Where one white cloud like a stray lamb 
doth move. 

Mj chlldhcK^ 8 earliest thoughts are 
linked with thee 

The tight of thee csdl* back the robin t 
song 

Who from the dark old tree 
fieede the door sang clearly all day long 
And I secure In cfaiWiah piety 
Listened as ii I beard an angel ting 

With news from heaven which be 
could hrlog 

Freeh ever y day to my nntainted ear*. 
When birdi and dowere and f were 
happy peeca 

How Eke a prodigal doth Nature teem, 
\Vhen thou for all thy gold so common art I 
Thou teachest me to deem 
More sacredly of every human heart. 
Since each reSects In joy its scanty 
gleam 

Of heaven, and could some wondrous 
secret show 

DM we bat pay the love we owe, 

And with a diSds undoubtlog wisdom 
look , 

On a0 these Uvlng po^es of God s book. 

• 



Ode to France 


i. 


FEBRUARY, 1848 




As, flake by flake, the beetling" avalanches 

Build up their imminent crag's of noise- 
less snow. 

Till some chance thrill the loosened rum 
launches. 

And the blind havoc leaps unwarned 
below. 

So grew and gathered through the silent 
years 

The madness of a People, wrong by 
wrong 

There seemed no strengfli m the dumb 
toiler’s teau-s. 

No strength in suffering, but the Past 
was strong 

The brute despair of trampled centuries 

Leaped up with one hoarse yell and 
snapped its bands, 

Groped for its nght with homy, callous 
hands, 
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ODE TO FRANCE 


Alonp: Ins lulls, the craflMmn’s Iniriiing 
eyes 

Own with cool tears its influence mother- 
meek , 

It lights the poet’s heart up like a sta^. 

Ah! while the l}rant deemed it still 
.afar, 

And twined with golden threads his futiU 
snare, 

That swift, convicting glow all round 
him ran, 

’Twas close beside him there. 

Sunrise, whose Memnon is the soul of 
man 


V 

O Broker-King, is this th} wisdom’s fruit’ 
\ djnastj plucked out as ’twerc a weed 
Grown ranklj in a night, that leaves 
no seed ' 

Could eighteen ye.ars strike down no deeper 
root? 

But now thy vulture c}c was turned 
on Spam, 

A shout from Paris, and th} crown falls 
off, 

Thy race has ceased to reign. 

And thou become a fugitive .and scoff 
Slippery the feet that mount b} st.urs 
of gold, ^ 



ODE TO FRANCE 


Afwi ircnkwt of tdt frncrt one of f(«I 
Go and keep school ognm like him of 
old 

The Syracusan tyrant —thou marst feel 
—^iayai amid a bii^b-swTi>Td commonarcnll 

Not kmg can he be niler who allow* 

HU time to run before him thou wnst 
naught 

Soon 81 the strip of gold about thy brows 
^^al no more emblem of tho People* 
thought 

Vam were thy bayonet* against the foe 
Thou had*l to cope with thou didst 
a-age 

War not with F r en ch men merely —no 
Tliy flnfe was with the Spirit of the Age 

The Inmible Spirit aboM fir»t brmth 
divine 

Scattered thy frail endeavour 

And Tike poor last year* IcasT* ahiried 
thee and thloe 
Into the Dark for evert 

XTl 

I* here no triumph? Nay what though 

The yellow blood of Trade meanwhile 
sltould pour 
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ODE TO FRANCE 


Alont; iK artcni'- i shruiihfn 
And Ujc idle can\ i'; droop nround the 
slioro'-' 

TIicsc do nol make n slate, 

Nor keep It /^i^.il, ^ 

I llnnlc God made 
The cailh for nnn, not trade, 

And where o ich iuimhicsl human creature 
C in ‘^tand, no more suspicious or afraid, 
Greet and IviiujI) in his ri^flil of nature, 
lo li( a\en and c irth knit with h irmomoits 

tKS, — 

\\'iicre I beliold tile caullntion 
or manhood glowintr in those (jes 
1 hat had been dark for ajijes, 

Oronh Id iwtii battnl laic^ ind r.ic^r^, 
Tlure I beliold a N ition 
I Ilf France whieli lies 
Between the rentes .ind RInne 
Is tlie least part of France, 

I sec her rather m the soifl whose shine 
Burns through the craftsman’s grinn 
countenance, 

In the new cnergj dnine 
Of Tod’s enfranchised glance 

VIII 

And if It be a dream, — 

If the great Future be the little Past 



ODE TO FRANCE 


'Neath a new muk, which dropi and 
•how* at last 

The »*nxo wdrd, mocking face to balk 
and Ua*ti — 

"’’t'et, Miue a gla€der oieaaure fulti the 
tbemt. 

And the Tyrtran haqj 
Lores notes mor« resolute and sharp 
Throbbing as throbs the bosom hot and 
fast 

Such visions ore of momlng 
Tbetrs b oo vague forawsirmng 
The dreams which nations dream come 
true, 

And shape the world anew 
If this be a sleep 
Make U long make t deep 
O Father who sendest the harvests men 
reapi 

While J^abour so sleepeth 
Hb sofTcrw IS gone 
No longer he weepath. 

But smD^ and steepeth 
Hb thoughts in the dawn 
He heareth Hope yonder 
Rain, lark like her fimdes 
Hb dreaming hands wander 
'Mid hemrt's-eaBe and pansies 
Tb a dreaml Tb a vosloiil" 

« Shrieks Mammon aghast 
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ODE TO FRANCE 


“Tl)c dij’b broad dcnsion 
Will chase It at last, 

Yt .ire mid, je ha\t taken 
\ sluinbcnn^f krdcfn 
For firm 1 md kif the Fist’’’ 

‘\h ' if h( luakfii, 

God shield us ill then, 

If this dream rudel) shiken 
Sliall clieat him again ' 

t\ 

Sinct first I hc.ird our North uind 
blou , 

Since first I sau Atlantic throw 
On our fierce rocks his thunderous 
snow, 

I loied thee, Freedom, as a hot 
The r.attle of thj shield at Mnnilhon 
Did with i Grecian. joj 
Through all nij pulses run , 

But I ha\e learned to lo%e thee now 
Without the helm upon thj gleaming 
brow , 

A maiden mild and undefiled 
Like her who bore the world’s redeeming 
Child , 

And surel)^ never did tliine altars 
glance 

With purer fires than now in F^rance^ 



ODB TO FRANCE 


WhU® ki thdr bright whUe HAibes 
Wrtjng*! thadow backward cait,'’ 
Wave* ctrwenog oer the a*b« 

Of the dead blaspheming Past 
O er the Bhapeoi of ^leo giants 
His own fmbuHed brood 
Whose dead hands clench defiaDce 
At the or er po wef ing Good 
And down the happy future runs n flood 
Of propbesylng 

It show* an Earth oo Icmger stained with 
blood 

Blossom and fruit where now we see 
the bud 

Of Btwtberhood and Right 



A Parable 


/D' 



Said Christ our Lord, “I v.i!l go and sec 

IIou the men, M) brethren, behcsi in 
Me" 

He passed not again through the gat< of 
birth, 

But made Himself knortn to tlit 'cliildrcn 
of earth 

Then said the chief priests, and rulers, and 
kings, 

“Behold, now, the Gi\cr of all good 
things, 

Go to, let us welcome w'lth pomp and si ite 

Him who alone is might} and great" 

With carpets of gold the ground the) 
spread 

Wherever the Son of Man should tread, 

And in palace chambers loft} and rare 

The} lodged Him, and served Him with 
kingly fare 

Great organs surged through arches dim 

Their jubilant floods in praise of Him, 
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A PARABLE 


Aod in church, and palace, ood |u(lg 
mcDt ball 

H« eaw Hur ovn loiage hi^b over all 

But atfll w b etBg er His steps they led 

The Lord lo Arrow bent down His bead 

And from under Hat heary foundalloo 
stones 

The Son of Mary heard Utter groans 

And U) church and paUce, and judg 
caeot hall, 

He rnjjticed great fisfure* that rent the 

wan, 

And opeoed wider and yet more wide 

Af the iMag foundation heaved and 
sighed. 

Hare ye founded your Ihrooot and 
altars then 

On the bodies and souis of Ovmg men? 

And think ye that building shall andure 

Which shelters the noble and crushes the 
poor? 

With gates of tflvor and bars of gold 

Ye have fended My sheep from their 
Father's fold 

1 have heard the dropping of their tears 

In heaven these eighteen hundred yeanu” 



A PARABLE 


“ O Lord and Master, not ours the guxlt, 
We build but as our fathers built, 

Behold Thine images, how they stand. 
Sovereign and sole, through all our land 

“ Our task is hard, — with sword and flame 
To hold Thine earth for e\er tlie same. 
And with sharp crooks of steel to keep 
Still, as thou leftest them. Thy sheep ” 

Then Chnst sought out an artisan, 

A low-browed, stunted, haggard man, 
And a motlierless girl, whose fingers thin 
Pushed from her faintly want and sin 

These set he m the midst of them, 

And as they drew back their garment hem, 
For fear of defilement, “Lo, here,” said 
He, 

“The images ye have made of Mel” 



To I-amaryne 

1848 


J£f ^ 


I did not pfBlto the« nbon tho crowd 
*\\Ttchc<i With the moment’i lotplru- 
tlon. 

Vexed thf ftill ether with hoonnae lood 
And stamped their dust> adomtloQt 
I but looked upn-nrd aiih the rest 

And, when they ebouted Greafar wht#* 
pered Best. 

They rol«d thee cot, bat rose to thee 
Their fickle uTealhs about thee filnc 
Ing 

So oa scene marWe Phoebus the bl/jh *ea 
Might leave hU worlhie** senweed 
clinging 

But pious bands, with r everent care 

Make the pure Umbs once more subUmely 
ban* 

Now thou rt thy plain grand «tlf again 
Thou art secure from panegyric, — 

Thou who gariat politic* an epic ftmm 
And actedtt Freedoms noblest lyric) 
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TO LAMARTINE, 1848 


This side the Blessed Isles, no tree 
Gro\\s green enough to m.ike a wrcatli 
for thee 

Nor can blame cling to thee, the snow 
From swinish footprints takes no 
staining, 

But, leaving the gross soils of earth below,- 
Its spirit mounts, the skies regaining. 
And unresentful falls again. 

To beautify the world with dews and rain 

The highest dutj to mere man vouchsafed 
Was laid on thee , — out of wild chaos. 
When the roused popular ocean foamed 
and chafed, 

And vulture War from his Imaus 
Snuffed blood, to summon homely Peace, 
And show that only order is release 

To carve thy fullest thought, w hat though 
Time was not granted? Aje in his- 
torjs 

Like that Dawm’s face w'hich baffled Angelo 
Left shapeless, grander for its mys- 
terj% T 

Th)’- great Design shall stand, and day 
Flood its blind front from Orients far 
aw'ay 



TO LAMARTINE 1848 


Who *ay* thy day is oer? Control 
My heart, that bitter firet emotion 
While men shall reverence the steadCwt 
soul I 

The heart In dlent self-devotion 
Brealoof' tfie mild heroic mien 
Thou 'll need do prop of marble T.am<r 
tine. 

If France retject thee da not thine 
But her osm esil© that she utters 
Ideal France, the deathless the div'lne 
Wm bo where thy white pennon 
Batten, 

As once the nobler Athens went 
With Anvtfdea foto banlshtnent 

No fitting; metewand hath To-day 

For measuring spirits of thy stature 
Only the Future can reach up to lay 
The laurel on l^t lofty nature — 
Bard who with «me diviner art 
Hast tOQched the 'hards true lyre e 
nation s^heart. 

Swept by thy hand the gladdened chords 
Crashed now m discords fierce by 
others | 

Gave forth ooe note beyond all skill of 
words, 
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TO LAMARTINE, 1848 


And chimed together, We arc brothers 
O poem unsurpassed ' it ran 
All round the world, unlocking man to 
man 

France is too poor to pay alone 

The service of that ample spirit, 
Paltr)'- seem low dictatorship and throne. 
If balanced with thy simple ment. 
They had to thee been rust and loss. 
Thy aim was higher, — thou hast climbed 
a Cross! 
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AladiUn 


« 

^ JCT- 

When I waj a beggariy boy 
And lived in a cellar damp 
1 had not a friend nor a toy 
But I had Aladdin a lamp 
When I could nbt deep for the cold 
I had fire enough In roy brain 
And buUdod with roofi of gold 
My beautiful castle* In S^ot 

Since then I have tofled day and night 
I have money and power good store 
But I d give ail oiv laimp* of silver bright 
For the one that Is mine no more. 
Take, Fortune, whateirer you choose 
You gave and may snatch again 
I have nothing twoold piain me to lose 
For I own 00 more caaties In Spainl 
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Mahmood 
the Image- 
breaker 

Old events have modern meanings, only 
that sur\'ives 

Of past history which finds kindred in all 
hearts and lives 


Malimood once, the idol-breaker, spreader 
of the Faith, 

Was at Sumnat tempted sorely, as the 
legend saith 

In the great pagoda’s centre, monstrous 
and abhorred. 

Granite on a throne of granite, sat the 
temple’s lord 


Mahmood paused a moment, silenced by 
the silent face 

That, with eyes of stone unwavenng, 
awed the ancient place 



MAHMOOD 


Then the Bmhmlni kndt before him by 
his doubt msde bold, 

Pledging for their IdoPs ransom countless 
gems and gold. 

■> • 

Gold vus Yellow dirt to Mahmood but 
of precaoui use, 

Since from It the roots of p ower suck 
a potent juke. 

Were yon stooo akrao to question this 
would please me well ” 

Mahmood said but, with the block 
there, I my truth roust sell 

Wealth and rule slip down with Fortune 
as her wheel turns round 
He who keeps his fdth he only cannot 
be discrowned. 


Little were a change of station loss 
of Efe or crown 

But the wreck were past relrlering if the 
Man fell down.” 

So his iron mace be lifted smote with 
might and main 

And the idoL on the pavement tumbling 
^burit in tYraln. 
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MAHMOOD 


Luck obe)'S the downright striker, from 
the hollow core, 

Fifty times the Brahmins’ offer deluged 
all the floor 



4 ^ ^ 


Ode recited' 
at the Horrard 
Commecioratiotif 
July 21 , i86s 


Weak winged b tong 

Nor aifna at that dear-etbered hdght 

Whither the brave deed ciimb* /or fight 
We teem to do them wrong 

Bringing our reWn* leaf to deck their 
hearso 

\Vho lo warm Ufe-blood wrote tbdr nobler 
verae. 

Our trivial eong to honour those who 
come 

With mr» attuned to ■trenuoua trump 
and drum 

And shaped In squadnm etrophes their 
dedre 

Live battle odea whose lines were steel 
and fire 

Yet sornetlmei feathered words are 
strong 
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ODE RECITED AT THE 


A gracious memory to buoy up and save 
From Lethe’s dreamless ooze, the common 
grave 

Of the unventurous throng 

(. 

II 

To-day our Reverend Mother welcomes 
back 

Her wisest Scholars, those who under- 
stood 

The deeper teaching of her mystic tome. 
And offered their fresh lives to make it 
good 

No lore of Greece or Rome, 

No science peddling with the names of 
things. 

Or reading stars to find inglorious fates. 
Can lift our life with wings 
Far from Death’s idle gulf that for the 
many waits, 

^.nd lengthen out our dates 
With that clear fame whose memory sings 
In m inly hearts to come, and nerves 
them and dilates 

Nor such thy teaching. Mother of us 
all' 

Not such the trumpet-call 
Of thy diviner mood. 

That could thv sons entice 
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HARVARD COMMEMORATION 


From b*ppy homes and toils the fruitful 
cest 

Of those half virtues which the world 
best 

, Into tumult rude 

But rather far that stem device 
The sponson chose that round thy cradle 
stood 

In the dim unventured wood. 

The Verttas that lurks beneath 
The letter’s unproUfic sheath, 
life of whate er makes Ufe worth llnog 
Seed-grain of high emprise, Immortal foo^ 
One hearenly thing whereof earth hath 
ihe giTing 

m 

Many loved Truth and larisbed life ■ 
best oil 

Anud the dust of books to find her 
Content at last, for guerdon of their toil. 
With the cast mantle she hath left 
behind her 

Many la sad faith sought for her 

Many with crossed hands sighed for 
her 

But tbe*e our brothers fought for 
her 

At fife s dear peril wrought for her 
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ODE RECITED AT THE 


So loved her that they died for her, 
Tasting: the raptured fleetness 
Of her divine completeness 
Their higher instinct knew 
Those love her best wh(j> to themselves 
are true, 

And what they dare to dream of, dare 
to do, 

They followed her a^id found her 
Where all ma} hope to find. 

Not in the ashes of the burnt-out mind, 
But beautiful, with danger’s "sweetness 
round her 

Where faith made whole with deed 
Breathes its awakening breath 
Into the lifeless creed, 

They saw her plumed and mailed. 
With sweet, stem face unveiled, 

And all - repaying eyes, look proud on 
them in deatli 

rv 

Our slender life runs nppling by, and 
glides 

Into the silent hollow of the past. 
What IS there that abides 
To make the next age better for the 
last ? 

Is earth too poor to give us 



HARVARD COMMEMORATION 


Something to Hve for here that ihall 
outlive UB? 

Some more aubctaotlal boon 
Than »uch os fiov« and ebb* mth For 
tunef Sckle moon? 

The little Viat we *ee 
From doubt le never free 
The nttle that we 
la but h*lf>Qobi]r true 
With oar laborious hiving 
What men adl tre&aure nod the gods call 
droM 

life teems a }ett of Fate t contriving 
Only tecura In every ooet coonivuig 
aimant of acthin^ Taid with losx> 
Where we poor puppeU, jolted by unteen 
v-nrea, 

After our fiUJe hour of strut and rave. 
With all our pasteboard possions and 
desires 

Lores hates, ambitions end unmortal 
fires, 

Are totted pell mell together In the 
gra\-e. 

Bat ftayl tra age was eer degenerate, 
Unless men held it at too cheap a rate 
For m our likeness stiH we shape our 
fiata. 

Ab there Is something here 
Unfathomed by the yule's sneer 
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ODE RECITED AT THE 


Something that gi es our feeble light 
A high immunity from Night, 
Something tliat leaps life’s narrow bars 
To claim its birthnght witli the hosts of 
heaven , 

A seed of sunshine tha^ doth leaven 
Our earthy dulness with the beams of 
stars, 

And glon5' our clay 
With light from fountains older than 
the Day, 

A conscience more divine than we, 

A gladness fed with secret tears, 

A vexing, forward-reaching sense 
Of some more noble permanence, 

A light across the sea, 

Which haunts the soul and w ill not 
let it be. 

Still glimmering from the heights of un- 
degenerate years 

V 

Whither leads the path 
To ampler fates that leads? 

Not down through flowery meads. 

To reap an aftermath 
Of youth’s vainglorious weeds, 

But up the steep, amid the wrath 
And shock of deadly-hostile creeds, 
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BARVAUD COMMEMORATION 


Where the •worWC’bcSl hope and May 
By battle • flMbw gropes a desperate U'ay 
And cvoy turf the fietta foot dmgs to 
bleeds. 

Peace hath her not Ignoble wreath 
Ere ret th«*sharp decisive word 
Light the black Ups of canoofi, and the 
sword 

Dreams lo Its easeful sheath 
But some day t£e live coal behmd the 
thought 

Whether from BaAls stone obsceoa 
Or from the thrme serene 
Of Gods pure altar brought. 

Bunts up m Same the war of tongue and 
pen 

Learns with what deadly purpc^ It was 
fraught. 

And helpless in the fiery peaslon caught 
Shakes all the pHlared stale with shock 
of men 

Some day the soft Ideal that we wooed 
Confronts us fiercely foe-beaet pursued, 
Atid met reproachful Wss It, then 
my praise 

And not mya^ was lorod? Prove now 
thy truth 

I claim of thee the promise of thy youth 
Give me thy Hfo, or cower In empty phrase, 
The Victim of thy geidus, not Its mate. 
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ODE RECITED AT THE 


Life may be given in many ways, 

And loyalty to Truth be sealed 
As bravely in tlie closet as the field, 

So bountiful is Fate, 

But then to stand beside her, 

When craven churls dende her. 

To front a he in arms and not to yield 
Tins shows, methmks, God’s plan 
And measure of a stalwart man. 
Limbed like the old heroic breeds. 
Who stands self-poised on manhood’s 
solid earth. 

Not forced to frame excuses for his 
birth. 

Fed from within with all the strength he 
needs 


VI 

Such was he, our Martyr-Chief, 

Whom late the Nation he had led. 
With ashes on her head, 

Wept with the passion of an angry grief 
Forgive me, if from present things I turn 
To speak what in my heart will beat and 
bum. 

And hang my wreath on his world-honoured 
ura 

Nature, they say, doth dote. 

And cannot make a man 
Save on some worn-out plan, 
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HARVARD COMMEMORATION 


Repeating ua by rote 
For him her Old World moulds aside she 
threw 

And, choosing sweet clay from the 
breasj 

Of the ooexhaiuted West 
With stuff OQtalnted shaped a hero new 
Wise, steadfast In the strength of God 
and true. 

How besuitlfu) to see 
Once more a shepherd of manldod indeed 
Who loved his charge, but never loved 
to lead 

One whose meek 6ock the people joyed 
to be, 

Not lured by any cheat of birth 

But by his clear-gnuned human worth 
And brave old wisdom of smcerity 1 

They knew that outward grace is dust 

They could not choose but trust 
In thst sure-footed mind's cmhdtenng skill 

And supple-tampered will 
That bent like perfect steel to tpnng again 
and thrust. 

His was no lonely mountain-peak of 
mind 

Thrusting to tiun air oer our doudy 
bars 

A sea-mark now now lost m vapours 
Uind 

•w 
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Broad praine rather, genial, level-hned. 
Fruitful and friendly for all human 
kind, 

Yet also nigh to heaven and loved of loftiest 
stars 

Nothing of Europe here. 

Or, then, of Europe fronting mornward 
still, 

Ere any names of Serf and Peer 
Could Nature’s equal scheme deface 
And thwart her genial will. 

Here was a type of tlie true elder race. 
And one of Plutarch’s men talked with 
us face to face 

I praise him not, it were too late, 
And some innative weakness there must be 
In him who condescends to victory 
Such as the Present gives, and cannot wait. 
Safe in himself as in a fate 
So always firmly he 
He knew^ to bide his time. 

And can his fame abide, 

Still patient in his simple faith sublime. 
Till the wise years decide 
Great captains, with their guns and 
drums. 

Disturb our judgment for the hour. 
But at last silence comes. 

These all are gone, and, standing like 
a tower. 
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Our chUdnm ihnU behold hu Dime 
The Wndlj«eon>e*t bmvr fore ie eing 
man 

Sttgnciouj patient dreotfinp pmw? not 
blune^ 

New Wrth of our nem »oil the first 
American. 

vn 

Long u man t hope insatiate can dlwem 
Or onlj Ru<*s some more mtpinng 
poai 

OuUlde of Self enduring at the pole 
Along whose course the flying axles bum 
Oftpiritibntvelf pitched ennhs manlier 
brood 

Long os below wo cannot find 
The meed that ttUls the Inexorable mind 
So long this faith to some Ideal Good 
Under whatever mortal names It ma ks 
Freedom Law Country this ethrrenl 
mood 

That thanks the Fates forthrirseverertasks 
Feeling Its challenged pulses lenp 
While others skulk In subterfuges cheap 
And set In Danger’s van has nil the boon 
It asl^ 

Shall win man a pmlse and woman s love 
^ Shall bo a wisdom that wo set above 
>« 
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All other skills and gifts to culture dear, 

A virtue round whose forehead we en- 
wreathe 

Laurels that with a living passion breathe 
When other crowns grovy, while we twin^ 
them, sear 

What brings us thronging these high 
ntes to pay. 

And seal these hours the noblest of our 
year. 

Save that our brothers found this better 
way? 


VlII 

We sit here in the Promised Land 

That flows with Freedom’s honey and 
milk, 

But ’twas tliey won it, sword in hand, 

Making the nettle danger soft for us as 
silk. 

We welcome back our bravest and our 
best ! — 

Ah me ' not all 1 some come not with the 
rest, 

Who went forth brave and bright as any 
here' 

I strive to mix some gladness with my 
strain, 

But the sad strings complain. 
And will not please the ear 
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I raretp them for a ptcna but thej wane 
Again and yet again 
Into a dirge, and die awmy In pain 
In thete brave mnkt I only tee the gaps, 
» Thinking of {^pu* one* whom the dumb 
turf wrapt. 

Dark to tbe tnuniph which the) died to 
gam 

Fltfier may other* gr eet tbe lUnng 
For me tbe port U unforgiving 
I with uncovered bead 
Salute the toend dead 
Who went, and who return not.— Say not 
sot 

Tu not the grapes of Canaan that repa> 
But the high faith that failed not by the 
r way 

\TTtue treads path* that end not In the 
grave 

ho bar of eodles* night eiUe* tbe bra\e 
And to the saner romd 
W e rather seem the dead that stajed 
behind. 

Blow trumpets all your exiillations bloa 1 
For never shall their nureoled p r e se n ce 
lack 

I see them muster in a gleaming row 
With e\-er youthful brows that nobler show 
We find in our dull rood their shining 
track 
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In every nobler mood 
We feel the onent of their spirit glow, 
Part of our life’s unalterable good 
Of all our saintlier aspiration, 

They come transfigured back, 
Secure from change in their high-hearted 
ways, 

Beautiful evermore, and with the rays 
Of morn on their white Shields of Expec- 
tation ' 


IX 

But IS there hope to save 
Even this ethereal essence from the 
grave’ 

What ever ’scaped Oblivion’s subtle 
wrong 

Save a few clarion names, or golden threads 
of song? 

Before my musing eye 
The mighty ones of old sweep by, 
Disvoic&d now and insubstantial tilings, 
As noisy once as vv'e, poor ghosts of 
kings, 

Shadows of empire w'holly gone to dust, 
And many races, nameless long ago. 

To darkness driven by that imperious 
gust 

Of ever-rushing Time that here doth 
blow 
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O visioiiary irorW" condition ttrange, 
Wbero nanght aldcDag is but only 
Chango, 

Where the deep-bolted stars themselves 
stlU shift and range I 
Shall we to *more conlmoaoce make 
pretence? 

Renown btkids tombs a lUc»estate Is Wit 

And, bit by bit. 

The cunning years steal aS frtNn os but 
woe 

Leaves are we, whose decays no harvest 
sow 

But when we vanish hence, 

Shall they Be t b f ual e as In the dark below * 
Save to make green their httle length 
of sods, 

Or deepen pansies for a year or two 
Who now to us are shining-sweet as 
gods? 

Was dying all they had the akUl to do? 
That were not frmtiess but the Soul 
resents 

Such ihort-Uved service as If blind events 
Ruled without her or earth could so 
endure 

She claims a more divine Investiture 
Of longer tenure than Fame s airy rents 
^Vhate er the toucbes doth her natiue 
share 
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Her inspiration haunts the ennobled air, 
Gives eyes to mountains blind, 

Ears to the deaf earth, voices to the 
wind, 

And her clear trump sings succour every- 
where ‘ * 

By lonely bivouacs to the wakeful mind, 
For soul inhents all that soul could dare 
Yea, Manhood hath a wider span 
And larger privilege of life than man 
The single deed, the private sacrifice. 
So radiant now through proudly-hidden 
tears, 

Is covered up erelong from mortal eyes 
With thoughtless drift of the deciduous 
years. 

But that high privilege that makes all 
men peers. 

That leap of heart whereby a people rise 
Up to a noble anger’s height. 

And, flamed on by the Fates, not shrink, 
but grow more bright. 

That swift validity in noble veins 
Of choosing danger and disdaining 
shame. 

Of being set on flame 
By the pure fire that flies all contact 
base. 

But wraps its chosen with angelic might, 
These are impenshab^e gams, 
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Sure u the sun medldnal as light 
These hold great futures In tbeu- lusty 
rems 

And certify to earth a neer Imperial race. 


■Who now shall sneer? 

Who dare again to say we trace 
Our lines to a plebeian race? 
Roundhead and CavaCerl 
Dumb are tboae names erewbUe In battle 
loud 

Dream footed as the shadow of a cloud 
They flit across the ear 
That Is be^ blood that hath most Iron In t 
To edge resolve with pouring without 
stint 

For what mnlcffs manhood dear 
Tell us not of Plantageoets, 
Hapsburgs and Goelb, whose thm bloodi 
crawl 

Down from some victor In a border brawU 
How poor their outworn coronets 
Matched vrith one leaf of that plain dric 
wreath 

Our brave for honour’s hlaxon shall be^ 
queath 

Through whose desert a rescued Nation 

seta 

y>t 
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Her heel on treason, and the trumpet hears 
Shout victory, tingling Europe’s sullen 
ears 

With vain resentments and more vain 
regrets ! 


XI 

Not in anger, not in pnde, 

Pure from passion’s mixture rude, 
Ever to base earth allied, 

But with far-heard gratitude, 

Still with heart and voice renewed. 

To heroes living and dear martyrs dead, 
The strain should close that consecrates 
our brave 

Lift the heart and lift the head I 
Lofty be its mood and grave. 

Not without a martial ring, 

Not witliout a prouder tread 
And a peal of exultation 
Little right has he to sing 
Through whose heart in such an 
hour 

Beats no march of consaous power, 
Sweeps no tumult of elation I 
’Tis no Man we celebrate, 

By his country’s victones great, 

A hero half, and half the whim of 
Fate, 
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But tb« pith m>d marrow of ft 
Nation 

Drawing force from all her men 
Highest, humblest, wealcest all 
For her time of oee<! and then 
Pulsing U again through them, 

TDl the basest can no longer co wer 

FecCng his soul spring up dlrinelj' toll 

Touched but In pairing by her mantle 
hem. 

Come back, then noble pride, for *Ui her 
dowerl 

How could poet ever tower 
If bis passions, hopes, and fears, 

If his triumphs ond hU tears. 

Kept not measure wlih his people? 

Boom canoon boom to all tbe winds and 
waves I 

Clash out glad bells, from erery rocking 
steeple 1 

Bonners advance with triompfa bend }'Our 
staves! 

And from e v ery raountolo-peok 

Let beftcoo>fire to answering beacon 
speak, 

KsLtahdln tril Monadnock ^Vhlte^ace 
be 

And so leep on In Tight from sea to sea. 
Tin the glad news be sent 
Across a klndQng continent 
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Making earth feel more firm and air breathe 
braver 

“Be proud I for she is saved, and all have 
helped to save her! 

She that lifts up the manhood of the 
poor, 

She of tlie open soul and open door. 

With room about her hearth for all 
mankind ! 

The fire is dreadful in her eyes no 
more , 

From her bold front the helm she doth 
unbind, 

Sends all her handmaid armies back 
to spin, 

And bids her navies, that so lately hurled 

Their crashing battle, hold their thun- 
ders in, 

Swimming like birds of calm along 
the unharmful shore 

No challenge sends she to the elder 
world, 

That looked askance and hated , a 
light scorn 

Plays o’er her mouth, as round her 
mighty knees 

She calls her children back, and 
waits the mom 

Of nobler day, enthroned between her 
subject seas 
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xn 

B(jw down dear Land, fijr tfaou halt found 
rdeaaol 

Thy God, in these distempered day* 
Hath taught thee the sure wisdoin of 
His ways. 

And throiigh thine eoeicdes hath wrought 
thy peace r 

Bow down in prayer and praise I 
No poorest in thy border* but may now 
Lift to the juster sides a man s eo&an- 
cbised brtiw 

O Beaudful I my Country 1 ours once more 1 
Smoothiog thy gold of W'diaherelied 
balr 

O er ndi sweet brow* as oereer other 
wore, 

And letting thy set lip*. 

Freed from wrath’* p*do ecfipse 
The rosy edges of thdr tmile lay bar* 
What word* divine of lover or of poet 
Could teH our love and mahe thee Iraow It 
Among the Nation* bright beyond conv 
pare? 

What were our Eve* without thee? 

What an OCT Eve* to save thee? 

We reHc not what we gave tbw 

We win not dare to doubt thee 
But a*k •whatever elae, and -we will darel 
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